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To ber Grace the Dutcheſs of Richmond. 
r 3 

4 =q HE Reputation that this Play received on the Stage, ſome 
few Errors excepted, was more than I could well hope 


at moſt, to gain their good Company, and Juſt keep me alive. 
I bere is not now that Mankind that was then, 
ben as the Sun and Man did ſeem to flrive 
3 . of the World) who ſhould ſurvive : 

When if a ſlow-pac'd Star bad ſtoln away, 
rom the Obſerver's marking, he might ſtay 

 T'wo or three hundred Tears to ſee't agen, _ 
And then make up his Obſervation plain, Dr. Ponn. 
For "tis impoſſible in our limited Time (and I bring his Opinion to 
back my own, who is without compariſon the beſt Writer of the 
Age) to preſent our Judges a Poem half ſo perfect as we cou'd make 


it. I muſt acknowledge, Madam, with all humility, 1 ought to have 


taken more time and more pains in this Tragedy, becaulc it is de- 
dicated to Your Grace, who being the beſt Judge, (and therefore can 
when you pleaſe make us tremble) yet with exceeding Mercy have 
ee the defects of Iheodaſſus, and given it Your entire Appto- 
bation. My Genius, Madam, was Your Favourite when the Po:t was 


advantageous a Protection. To let the World too know that You 
do not think it beneath You to be officiouſly Good, even from ex- 


tremeſt Heights to diſcern the loweſt Creatures, and give them all 


the Nobleſt Influence You can, You brought Her Royal Highneſs juſt 


a at the exigent Time, whole ſingle Preſence, on the Poer's Day, is a 
Subliſtence for him all the Year after. Ab, Madam, if all the ſhort - 


liv'da Happineſs that miſerable Poets can enjoy conſiſt in Commenda- 
tion only; nay, if the molt part are content with Pop'lar Breath, 


and even for that are thankful : How ſhall I expreſs my ſelf to Your 


Grace, who by a particular Goodneſs, and innate Sweetueſs, meerly 


for the ſake of doing well, have thus rais d me above my ſelf. To 
have Your Grace's Favour is, in a word, to have the Applauſe of the 


from ſo Cenſorious an Age, from whom I ask bur to 
much neceſſary Praiſe as will ſerve, once or twice a Year 


unknown, and openly receiv'd Your Smiles before I had the Honour 
to pay Your Grace the molt ſubmiſſive Gratitude for ſo illuſtrious and 


whole Court, who are its Nobleſt Ornament, magnificent and eternal 


Praiſe. Something there is in Your Mien ſo much above that we vul- 
garly call Charming, that to me it ſeems Adorable, and Your Pre- 


lence almoft Divine, whole dazling and 1 Form is a proper 


Manſion: for the moſt elevated Soul : And 


et me tell the World, 
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nay, 


1 be Fpiſile Deatcatory.. 
nay, ſighing ſpeak it to a Barbarous Age (I cannot help calling it 
{o, when 1.tbink.of. Rome and Gregce)- Tour extraordinary Lora far 
Heroick Poetfy, is not the leaſt Argument to ſhew the Greatpeſs of 
Your! Mind, and; fulpeſs Of, Perfpftion. © Ip beat You ſpesk with 
that infinite Sweetneſs and*Chearfulneſs of Spirit that is natural to 
Your Grace, is methinks to hear our Tutelar Angels: Tis ro bemoan 
the preſent malicious Times, and remember the Golden Age; But 
to behold, you tog is to make Prophets quite forget. theiv. Heaven, 
and bind rhe Poets with eternal Rapture. 
ER Wok 7 rr 8 
Sole in her Cheeks, und ſo diſtinfly toroung bt. 
1hat one might almoſt ſay, hex Body thought, . 
Tou fer awhoſe Body God made better Clay, 
Or. too Saule Stuff, ſuch es. ſhall late decay, 
Or fuch as need ſmall change at the laſt L 


| ange at the W.- Dr. Donn - 
Eis bares and Sexandra, were fult Your -Grace's Favourites; and 
though | ought not, Mlada, to praile Your Wit by- your Judgment 
of my Painting, yet I muſt ſay, Such, Characters every Dauber can- 
not draw. Ir. has been often obſerved againft me, That J abound in 
| ungovern'd Fancy; br ] hope the World will pardon the Sallies of 
| Youth: Age, Deſpondence, ard Dulneſs come too faſt of themſelves. 
| I ͤdiſcommend no Man for keeping the beaten Road; but I am ſure 
the Noble Hunters that follow the Game, muſt leap Hedges and 
Dirches ſometimes, and run at all, or never come in to the fall of 
the Quarry, My comfort is, I cannot be fo ridiculous a Creature to 
any Man as Jam to my ſelf: For, who ſhould knew tlie Houſe ſo 
well as the good Man ar home? Who, when his Neighbours come 
0 to ſee him, {till ſets the beſt Rooms to view; and, if he be not a wil. 

\  Ful AK, keeps the Rubbiſh and Lumber in ſome dark Hole, where no 
body comes but himfelf, to mortifie at melancholy. Hours: But how 
then, Madam, in this unſuitable condition, how ſhall I anſwer the in- - 
finite Honours and Obligations Your Grace has laid upon me? Your _ 
Grace, who is the moſt beautiful Idea of Love and Glory; who, to 
that Divinz Compofition, have the nobleſt and beſt-natur'd-Wir in the 
World. All I can promiſe, Madam, and be able to pertorm, is, That 
your Grace ſhall never ſee a Play of mine that ſhall-give offence to 
F Modeſty and Vertue; and what I humbly offer to the World, ſhall. 
be of uſe at leaſt, and I hope deſerve imitation; which is, or ought 
to be, I am ſure, the Deſign of all Tragedies and Comedies both Anci- 

ent and Modern. I ſhould preſume to promiſe ray ſelt too ſome Suc- 
ceſs in things af this nature, if Your Grace (in whom the Charms of 
Beauty, Wit, and Goodneſs ſeem reconcil'd) at a leiſure Hour would 
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wa abedient, and devoted Servant, 
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A ſtately Temple, which repreſents the Chriſt ian Religion, as in its 
= firſt Magnificence : Being but lately eftabliſht at Rome and Con- 
 ftantinople. TheiiSrde Scenes ſhew: the horrid Tortures, with 
which the Roman Tyrants perſecuted” the' Churth, and the Ft 
Scene, which is the Limit: of the Proſpet,"diſeovers an Altar rich. 
tH ond, before it Conſtantine; ſuppos d kneels, with Commanders - 
about him, gazing gt a bloody Croſs'1n the Air, which being incom- 
paſad with many Angels, offers it ſelf to view, with thoſe words 
_ diftin{ly written, (In hoc ſigno vinces !) Inſtruments are beard, and 
many Attendants : The Minifters at Divine Service; walk buſily up 
and down, till Atticus, the Chief of all the Prieſts, and Sutceſſor - 

of St. Chry ſoſtom, in rich Robes, comes. forward with the Philoſo. 
pber Leontine : The Waters in Ranks bowing all the way —.— 


* 


him. 5 6 
5 A Chrorus heard at diſtance. 


Prepare, prepare ! the Rites begin, 
Let none unhallow'd enter in, 
The Temple with new Glory ſhines, 
Adorn the Altars, waſh the Shrines, 
And purge-the plate: from Sin 
Af tick. FAN Leontine! was ever Morn like this. 
Since the Celeſtial Incarnation dawud? 
I think no Day lince that, ſuch Si en . 
To Chriſtian Altars, 45 this Marging brings. 
moe ee e eee e e ie ei 
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5 die 1 
Lent. Great Succeſſor of holy C on 
Who now triumphs above a Saint of 
Next in degree to thoſe bright Sons of Heav'n; 
Who never felt, nor ſtain'd their Orient Beam: . x 
What thall I anſwer ? How: ſhalÞT approach 1 mA. 
Since my Converſion, which your breath infpir'd ? 
Artic. To ſee this Day, th' Emperor of the Eaſt; 
Leaves all the Pleaſures ie the Earth can yield, 
(That Nature can beſtow, or Art invent. 
In his Life's ſpring, and bloom of gawdy years, 
Jo undergo the Penance of a Cloyſter, = & 2. 
"Confin'd to narrow Rooms, and eloomy „„ 
Faſtings, and Exerciſes of Devotion, Nr 
Which from his Bed at midnight” muſt awake him, 
-Methinks, O Leontire ! is ſomething more, 
Than yet Philoſophy could ever reach. 5 hep 
-Leont. True, Atticus ; you have amazd my reaſon, 
| © attic.” Yet more, to our Religious 3 honour, 
ü Marina and Flavilla, two young Virgins, 
= Imperial born, caſt in the faireſt mould, 
| | That &'re the hands of Beauty form'd for Woman 3 
be Mirrors of cur Court, where rr ol 21801 
And Innocence might copy ſpotleſs Luſtre; 
Jo Day with Theodoftus leave the World. 
Leont. Methinks at ſuch a glorious reſi ignariong 
1 he Angelick Orders ſhould ar once deſcend, 
TT: — Paint and Drapery of Heav inn; 
| With charming Voices, and with lulling Strings, 
"To give full Grace to ſuch Triumphant Zeal. 
Attic. No, Leontine; I fear there is fault: 
For when I laſt confeſsd th Emperour, 
[Whether diſguſt and melancholy Blood, 
From reſtleſs Paſſions, urg'd not this Divorce? 
He only anſwer'd me with Sighs and Bluſhes; 
'?Tis ſure, his Soul is of the tendereſt make: 
Therefore. FI] tax him ſtrictly; but, my Friend, 
Why should I give his Character to you, 
| | Whs when his Father ſent him into Pools a. 
Were by that mighty Monarch then appointed 
To breed bim with his Son, the Prince Varanes. 
© Leont. And what will raiſe your Admitation, is, 
F That two ſuch different Tempers ſhould agree: 
K Lou know that Theodo/zzs is composed 3 
Of all the ſoftneſs that ſhould make a We man, PR” e WR, 
_ Judgment almoſt like Fear fore runs his Actions; ee ere ee 
And he will poiſe an Injury fo long 


— — 
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As 


Jie Forte bf Love. © 


As if he be under yg than revenge it: 
But the young Perſian Prince quite oppofite, 
So Fiery fierce, that thoſe hED view him neatly - 


May ſee his haughty Soul ſtill mounting in his Face; „ 


Yer did I ſtudy theſe ſo different Tempers, - 

Till I at laſt had form'd a perfect Union, 

As if two Souls did but inform one ne Body... 

A triendſhip that may challenge all the World, 

And at the proof be matchleſs- 

Alttic. 1 long to read * 
This Gallant Prince, who, as you kaveinfdtm? ine, 


Comes from his Father's Court to ſee our Emperour. | 


Leon. So he intended till he came to Athens; 
And at my homely board beheld my Daughter; 
Where, as Fate ordered, ſhe who never faw 
The Glories of a Court, bred up to Books 

In Cloſets like a Sybil. She I ſay /: 
Long fince from Per/i2 brought by me to a 1 


Unskill'd in Charms, but thoſe which Nature gave her, * 


Wounded this ſcorntul Prince: In ſhort, he forc'd me 
To wait him thither, with deep otelteucn, 
That Moment that dereft him of the light 

out Atbenate, gave him certain Death. 


E rrer Vara nes? and Athenais. 


But ſee my Daugbter honour'd with his profince...._. 
Vara. Tis ſtrange ! O Athenais ! wondrous, ar” 
Wondrous the Shrines, and wonderful the Altars! 
The Martyrs, though but drawn in painted Flames, 
Amaze me with the Image of their ſuſt rings: 
Saints Canoniz'd that dard with Roman Tyrants. 
Hermits that liv'd in Caves, and fed with . 
By Oroſmades, it is wondrqus n | 
That bloody Croſs, in yonder Azure Sar 
Above the Head of kneeling Conſtantine 0. 
Inſcrib'd about with Golden Characters: 
Thou r in this. If it be tue, 5 
1 fay 2 by Heav'n tis wond*rous ſtrange; 
Athen. O Prince, if thus Imagination ſtirs von, 
A fancy rais'd from figures in dead Walls, 
Hoy would the Sacred Breath of Atticus 
Inſpire your Breaſt, purge all your droſs away, 
And drive this Athenais from your Soul, | 
To make a Virgin Room, whom yet the Mould | 
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At all Religion, and fall out with Rensen 100 47 e 


And what is ſhe alas that ſhould: ſupplant thee? 3b 
Were ſhe the Miſtreſs of the World, astfairr 


» Can there be ought in this? Cur ſe then thy birth: right, 


Let with humility I would demand, 4. 


Where I had vow'd to ſpend my calmetdays T 893 iy oor gon 


Let I muſt tell you Erince % h 10 507 63 


THEODAS HUS: /, 


Pike: What ſays my Faitz r e g F me: d 77 A 
Start me not into Frenzy, leſt I rain ? ys 18 
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As Winter Stars, or Summer ſetting, Suns, "18110 nf fot e170 


373 


And thou ſer by i in Natures plaineſt Dres, 2 i; 
With that chaſte modeſt look when firſt 1 Aer thee? 


4 


The Heireſs of a poor Philoſopher, At dag read 757 Ar 


I wear by all I with, by all I love, 
Glory and thee, 1-would: not loſe 2 thought, 13 * * fitter) ein 
Nor caſt an Eve: that way, but ruſh to ther, ft esche 
To theſe lov'd arms, and loſe my! lt tor vet.” no Goat 


Albenais. Forbear, my Lord. 
Ard. O cruel Arena! 12 


hy doſt thou put me oft, Who pine to 405 do) 8 10 Ip 15)-99 


And thruſt me from thee when | would app roach thee? A0 f 


Thy glorious Titles and ill. ſuited Greatneſs, 
Since 3 ſcorns thee: Take again 1; The 0 

Your ill-tim'd Honours; take em, take em Gods! *** 
And change m2 to ſome humble Villager, It ad 101 711 H ira 


- ſo at laſt for toils at ſcorching Nocte mid on i 0 


In mowing Meadows, or in reaping Fields, 4 2 
At night ſhe will but crown me Fith a ſmile, 8 
Or reach the bounty of her hand to bleſs me. 


Athen. When Princes ſpeak, their Subjects at be f lent, 


1679; 1-4 


Wherein appears my ſcorn, or my averſion?  2enitde 5 anion 0 le 


Have I not for your ſake abandon'd home. 


* 
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But you perhaps imagine. itburditdes bb *2fs Do tion 5 cnn 955 
For a poor Maid to follow you abroad, Wi vil ers ior 
Eſpecially the Daughter of old Lecntiae, SITS 8 


Vara. I cannot bear 11 10 db: 2] att). od 


Thoſe Frowns : I have offended. but forgive me. on bSiritn 
For who, Athenais, that is toſsd ED eee 


With ſuch tempeſtuous tydes of love as. Þir 


Can ſteer a ſteady courſe? Retire; my Fair, baer, . 


Hark! the Solemnities are now begibning, 


2 1 
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And Theodoſius comes: Hide, hide thy 7 £2 »:11-binow woH 
If to his clouded Eyes ſuch Day mould break 


The Royal Youth who dotes to Death for Love, Ne: £ [abr tg | 15 5 


1 fear all forfeit all his Vows to Heavn, 


% 


oa ng fix upon thy World, thy. World 1. Beauty. ous >ut alls 


Enter 


© The Force of Love. 


Enter Theodoſius leiding Marina ind Flavilla (all "ol 476% in 
white) followed by — C tt Lewd 


Theo. Farewel, Pulcteria ! and 1 pray, no more: 
For all thy kind Complaints are loſt upon me. 
Have I not ſworn the World and I muſt part > 
Fate has proclaim'd it, therefore weep no more, 
Pp» not the tendereſt part of Theodaſi A | —_— 

yielding Soul, that would expire in Calms ! CCC and 

Wound me not with thy Tears, and I will tell thee: . 
Yet e're I take my laſt farewel for ever, 

The cauſe of all my ſufferings: O, my S: ſter! 
A bleeding Heart, the ſtings of pointed Love, 
What Conſtitution ſoft as mine can bear? 

Pulch. My Lord, my Emp'rour, my deareſt Brother, 
Why all this while did you conceal it from.me? _ 

IT peo. Becauſe I was aſham'd to my own Weakneſs, 
I knew thy ſharper Wit, and ſtricter Wiſdom 
Would dart Reproofs, which J could not endure 
Draw near, O Atticus, and mark me well, 
Por never yet did my complaining Spirit 

Unlaid this weighty Secret upon him, 

Nor groan a ſyllable of her Opprefſion. 
Attic, Concealment was a fault; but ſpeak at large, 

5 Make bare the Wound, and! will pour in Balm. 

Theo. *Tis folly all, and fondneſs— O, remembrance! 

* Why doſt thou open thus my Wound again, 

And "om my Heart call down thoſe warmer drops 

That make me die with ſhame? Hear then, Pulcheria 4 15 
Some few preceeding days before I left v1 

The Perſian Court, hunting one morning early, : 

I loſt my ſelf and all the Company, 
Still wandring on as Fortune would direct me, 
I paſt a Rivulet, and alighred in 
The ſweeteſt Solitude I ever ſaw! j 
When ftreight, as if Enchantment hat heed there, 105 
Two charming Voices drew me *till I came, 
er divers Arbours over-lookt the River. 
Lpon the Ofier Bank two Women ſate, 

Who, when their Song was ended. talkt to ons; 
Who, bathing, ſtood far in the Chryſtal r 
But, oh, whe thought can paint that fair Perfection, 

Or give 2 glimpſe of ſuch a naked Glory! /, 
Not Sea-born Venus, in the Courts beneath, 
Mien ay green W firſt 2 her Coral Lips, 
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And thou ſet by i in Natures plaineſt Dres, 
With that chaſte mofleft” look; when firſt I ne * 
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The Heireſs of a poor Philoſopher, i realy; to ori Y 
I (wear by all I with, by all I love, _ 3-8 
Glory and thee, I. t rouid not lofe athought, vl . Cas nee ET 
Nor caſt an Eye that way, but ruſh to these {rr 2800 
To theſe lov'd arms, and loſe my, kelf ür eder. * 69 Of 0. 
Athenais. Forbear, my Lord. | met yrs; bunk 
Tara. O cruel Athenais ! 1 15 | boric og 26.44 dv] 
it Why doſt thou put me off, Who pine to ed [10 251110 Of 
ö And thruſt me from thee when Lwauld app roach thees': e BY 
4 „Can there be ought in this? Curſe! there birth 8 88 eto lt 
[1 Thy glorious Titles and ill, ſuited Greatneſs, Ir t San] 
Bill "You lihens's ſcorns thee: Take again Macke Ee iiumg VC 
[ Your ill-tim'd Honours z:take "em, take em Gods! 2 Mi top oF 
And change-m2 to ſome humble Villager, Td 1307 nN r 
If fo at laſt for toils at ſcorching Noon: 10 
[ In mowing Meadows, or in reaping Fields, . 
| At night ſhe will but crowh me With a mile, 
Or reach the bounty of her hand to bleſs me. | — 
Athen. When Princes ſpeak, their objects ſhould! be 'filent I 
1 Let with humility I would demand, aber! PINS 
Wherein appears my ſcorn, or my aveaſioinds: ie Sf H, Ml] 
Have I not for your ſake abandon'd home. u ot 2440 
| Where I had vow'd to ſpend my eimer des 15 2s ; x 
| But you perhaps imagine it but little b c ont 182 
For a poor Maid to follow you abroad, 71 5 = 1 IcH tell 
Eſpecially the Daughter of old Leowtine, Throw ei 27 be e yh 
. Let I muſt tell you Prince ẽ i for vb 38) 
| 1 5 Vara. I canfiot-bear 2 „ 15 to OW, offi 9 OR 
SY Thoſe Frowns : I have offended, but daes me. is EN 
For who, Athenais, that is. toſsd . Wy aN THEY 
With ſuch tempeſtuous. Ander of. love 28 15 
Can ſteer a ſteady courſe? Retire, my Fair, dae, 
q Hark the Solemnities are now wer dune EE new Belt : 
Fig And Theodoſius comes: Hide, hide thy Charms, S111 519 0 
Il to his clouded Eyes ſuch Day Mauld break | 1 nigh 1 
| $41 The Royal Youth who dotes to Death for Love, nnn 
1 I fear would forfeit all his Vows to Heav'n, TE 5 
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. Enter 


2 — 
— 


a +; The FEE: of Lore. 1 5 
tire 


Enter Theod ofius be Marina 200 Flavilla (al three. writ in 
_ whe) followed oy Talcheria. ATI 


4 


Theo. Find, Pulcheria ! and 1 pray, no more: i 
For all thy kind Complaints are loſt. upon me. 
Have I not ſworn the World and I muſt part > 
Fate has proclaim'd it, therefore weep no more, 

- Wound not the tendereſt part of Theodaſius, Lon = 
My yielding Soul, that would expire in Calms ! 1 21, 1 
5 Wound me not with thy Tears, and I will tell thee ; : 41 1 5 
Vet e're I take my laſt farewel for er!!! 
The cauſe of all my ſufferings: O, my $i ſtor! 1 

A bleeding Heart, the ſtings of pointed Lore, 

What Conſtitution ſoft as mine can bear? 
Peualch. My Lord, my Emp'rour, my deareſt Bacher, 

Why all this while did you conceal it from me? 
„ Them; Becauſe I was aſham'd to my own Weakneſs, 

I knew thy ſharper Wit, and ſtricter Wiſdom 
Would dart Reproofs, which I could not endure 
Draw near, O Atticus, and mark me well, 
For never yet did my complaining: Spirit 

Unlaid this weighty. Secret upon him, 

Nor groan a ſyllable of her Oppreffon. 
Attic, Concealment was à fault; but ſpeak at large, 

Make bare the Wound, and I will pour. in Balm. 
IT) beo. *Tis folly all, and fondneſs O, remembrance! 95 
Why doſt thou open thus my Wound again, ] 
And from my Heart call down thoſe warmer drops 
That make me die with ſhame ?: Hear then, Pulchert a! = 
Some few preceeding days before I left 
The Per/ian Court, hunting one morning early, [ 

I loſt my ſelf and all the Company, 
Still Wande on as Fortune would 1 er me, 
I paſt a Rivulet, and alighted in * 
The ſweeteſt Solitude Ieverſaw't - i 21 
When freight, as if Enchantment had beck there, 2 
Two charming Voices drew me till I came, 
Where divers Arbours over-lookt the River. 

Upon the Ofier Bank two Women fate, 
Who, when their Song was ended, talkt to one, ae 
Who, bathing, ſtood far in the Chryſtal n 
But, oh, what thought can paint that fair Perfection, 

Or give 2 elimpſe of ſuch a naked Glory! 
Not Sea-born Venus, in the Courts beneath, 

et * green Nymghs firſt 1 her Coral Lips, 


All 


— . — 
PPP cn age — 
/ — 


All poliſht, fair, and waſht with Orient Beau 125 
| Coula'i in my dazling Fancy match her brigh of,” ulobod;lT 


T tee chaſte Enthufiaſtick Form pense 
As when I ſaw her; yet 18 Pachbene, N 


+, She muſt have prais d the Vertues of the Virg ei hott and goth 
Ihe Satyrs could not grin, for ſhe was veit'd': 


Down to her knees, the Nymph was wrapt in Ln © n 

But oh for me! for me, that was too much!! 
Her Legs, her Arms, her Hands, her Neck; Ker brei, 

So nicely ſhap'd, ſo matchleſs in their Lagos?! © b e 


Witch lingring furleits of her fatal. png th 1 


Forgive me, for my ſtory now is debe nB 1% . ve wears 1 
The Nymph was dreſt, and with her "two Companions, | ** 
Having deſcry d me, ſhrickt and fled away, 

Leaving me motionleſs, till Leontine, 2 
Th' Inſtructer of my Youth, by dhancerame in, a 


And wak'd me from the wonder that emranc d "a 7 
The Harbinger of Prince Faranes here. 


Thou Foſter-Father of my tender Youth, N 
Who rear'd the Plant, and prun'd it with ſuch Cures, 


By thee infus d, to more, than Woman's meakneſo? - 


Before Jam cloyſter d from the World for ever? 


Big hopes look forth, and boiling Fancy ne 2 70907 none vt 
Nothlts but Theodoſi u ſtill difore him,; booſt FRE on FF 
His thought, his every ward, is: Throdofirs. 3 166 fac ele 154 


r e — - hal thou ſeen ? Oh, has that Heav 'aly. form... 


THEODOSFMS: or, 


Attic. Think where you ara? 
Theo, O! Sir, you muſt forgive me, 


Had cold Diana been a looker en} bis blto'fþ < ad . ; 


Nothing immodeſt, from her naked Boſom: ©, * 


* 


Such all-perfeCtion, that I took whole draus b 
Of killing Love, and ever fince have rr 1 


nene © init eine 7 huge tt nn 


Attic. Behold, my Lord, the Man whom you hate pam. 4 


Theod. O Leontine! ten thouſand Welcomes meet thee ? 5 


How ſhall I look upon thee; who am fallen 0 gre; 920g; 
From all the Principles of manlier reaſon, 932409 


Jow by the Majeſty Divine, that aws IE $I _—_ 
This ſacred-place, I ſwear you muſt not kneel : ; 
And tell me, for I have a thouſand things 

To ask thee; Where, where is my Godlike Friend? Me ait 507 
Is he arriv'd, and ſhall I ſeehis Face, „ S l nod ff 


Leont. He comes, my Lord, with all the baer. 
Ot a young promis d Lover, from his Eyes (4-414 


 Theo.. Yet Lzontine, yet anſwer me once more: Nan 4 
Wich tremblings I demand thee. 


oO oper. 


© The Forte of _ ih 


Appeard to His again ?. Behold he's 1 
Proceed then to the Solemm laſt farewelz 


Neve! er was Man ſo willing, and prepar d. 


Enten Varanes, Ara nthes, „ 1 
Vora. Where is my Friend ! ol-where j is wy . 
My Theodaſſus! point him out ye Gods, 


That 1 may preſs him dead ;betwixt my Arms; ; 


Devour him thus with over-haſty Joys, 


That languiſn at his Breaſt, quite out of breath, 
And cannot utter more. 


Theo. Thou mightieſt Pleaſure! | 


And greateſt Bleſſing, kat kind Heay 195 Id fad, 


To glad my parting Soul, a thouſand W ans 


O, when I look on thee, new ſtarts of Glory 


Spring i in my Breaſt, and with a backward bound ; 


run the Race of luſly Youth again. 


Vara. By Heav'n it joys me too, when 1 nember” 


Our thouſand Paſtimes, when we borrow: Names 
Alcides, I, and Thou, my deareſt The/eus, 
When through the Woods, we chas' d the foaming Boar, 
With Hounds that open'd like Theſſalian Bulls, 
Like Tygers flu'd, and ſanded as the ſhoar, 
With Ears, and Cheſts, that daſht the morning Deu 


Driv'n with the Sport, as Ships are toſt in Storms, 


We ran like Win s, and matchleſs was Our Courſe, 


Now ſweeping o'er the limit of a Hill! 


Now with a full Career come thundring down 
The Precipice! and [wear along the Vale. 


Theo. O glorious time! and when the * Clouds 


Have call'd us home, ſay, Did we reſt, my Brother ? 
When on the Stage, to the admiring Court, 


We ſtrove to repreſent A/cides Fury. 


In all that raging Heat, and pomp of "9 EY 'K 


With which the ately Seneca adornd him: 


So lively drawn, and painted with ſuch horror, 
That we were forcd to give it Oer; ſo loud 


The Virgins ſhriek'd, ſo faſt they d yd away- 
Vara, My  Theodpff rus ſtill ; "tis my lov'd Brother 
Ard by the Gods we'll ſee thoſe times agen 


Why then has Rumour wrong'd thee, that reported 


Chriſtian Enthuſiaſm had charm'd-thee from us, 


That drawn by Prieſts, and work'd by, Melancholy, . 


Thou hadſt laid the golden Reins of Empire don, 


And ſworn thy ſelf a Votary for ever ? 


Theo. Tis almoſt true; and had not you a artiy d, 


Ds ' THEODOSIUS: 55 


'This I have made the Empreſs of the 1 
My elder Siſter: Theſe with me retire, 7-01 
8 7 Devoted to the Pow r, whom we adore. . 
Z Vara. What Power is that that merits ſuch Oblarions?/ 
I thought the Sun more great and go 
9 Than any that ere mingled with the Gods; 
= Vet even to him my Father never offer © | 
; More than a Hecatomb of Bulls and Horſes: 232 * 
Now by thoſe golden Beams, that glad the World, 
1 ſwear it is too much: For one of ese, 
But half ſo bright, our. God would drive no more, 
He'd leave the darken'd Globe, 22275 in 1 ſome * 
Injoy ſuch Charms for ever. 5 
Attic. My Lord, forbear ! - | 
Such Language does not fuit Wich our Derbe i 
Nothing prophane muſt dare murmur here. 
Nor ſtain the hallow'd Beauties of the Place. 
Wet thus far we muſt yield; the Emperour- 
Is not enough prepir'd to leave the Wotid. 


> 


I kneel for Pardon, and am half. converted, 

By your permiſſion that my Theodaſius 

i Return to my Embraces. O my Brother! 
| Why doſt thou droop? There will be time rough 

1 For Prayer and. Faſting, and Religious Vows; n 


Let us enjoy, while yet thou art my own, 

Þ All the Magnificence of Eaſtern Courts; 

F J hate to walk a lazy Life away: 

Let's run the Race which Fate has ſer before v us, 

Alnd poſt to the dark Goal. n 

1 Theo. Cruel Deſtiny :::: 

= a Why am not I thus too? O my puanes ! 26-389 

. Why are theſe coſtly Diſhes ſer before me > 

| Why do.theſe ſounds of Pleaſure ſtrike my Ears? 

il Why are theſe Joys brought to-my fick remembrance ; 

| Who have no appetite ; but am to ſenſes | 

From Head to Foot; all a dead Palſie ore? 
Vara. Fear not, my Friend, all-ſhall be well again, 

| For I have thouſand ways, and -thouſand ſtories 

Y I b raiſe thee up to Pleaſure, we'll unJock's i Oi 

þ Our faſteſt Secrets, ſhed upon each other? 430 

| Our tender'ft..Cares,.and quite unbarr thoſe Doves, e 

9 Which ſhall be ſnut to all Mankind befide. 7 


| | 3 Therefore, PR we purſue che one I, - 


FJ 


Vara.” Thus low, mcſt Reverend of this fo 5 ; 


The ſolemn buſineſs had by this been ended; 1 TEDUR > 


* . © ; 
32 


Attic. Silence and Reverence are the Temple 5 dues: 5 7% 
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5 3 N 2 _ 8 s 1 Se 
RE 8 e er ee IR 


_ The *Force- Love. 2 


Be theſe oblervd, or quit the awful place 
Imperial Siſters, now twin-ſtars of Heaven, 
Aer the Succeſſor of Chryſoſtom; 
Without leaſt Reſervation anſwer me; 
By thoſe harmonious Rules I charg'd ye learn. 4 


Atticus Sings. 85 


Attic. Cant 8 Marina, leave the . 
1 World that is Devotion's bane, © 
R 0 ary Where Crowns. are toſt, and Scepter 9 1171 
„ an Where EN. and proud Ambition Reign? 3 


> r1C + 


2 - "Can you your r coſtly Robes. forbear, 
y I0 live with us in poor Attire ? 
A 1 Can you from Courts to Cells repair, ; 
_p | To ſing at midnight i in our Noire. e. 
[3 Prieſt can you forger your golden Beds, 
F- Where you might ſleep beyond the morn, 
- On Mats to lay your Royal Heads, - 
= And have Dour beauteous Treſſes ſhorn A : 
F * 


Artic, Can You reſolve to faſt alt Day, 
And weep and groan to bs forgiv'n © 
| Can you in broken Numbers gs Erizs 4 
Lo And by cin, merit. Heav” 2. — 


| 4 Attic: hs Say, Votaries, can this Be done; 
1 While we the Grace Divine implore, 
* The World bas loft, the Battel's won; 
And ſin ſhall never. charm m ye more * 2 


1 "ns The gate-to BI iſs ; does open Band, 8 0 ö . 

'Y # Ee Sings And all my penance is in vie, „„ 

IH | The World u * the other band | 5 5 

8 Cy ont, O da not bid adieu! 
Vet, Sacred Sirs, in theſe extreame,. LY 6 : i : 
Where Pomp: and Pride their Glories refly, |}. — — 
There Youth and Beauty are the Themes, 3 
And lead their * moving Cauſe I well, Notes. 


Moi. If- ought that's vain my. thoughts poſſe 1. 
Or any Paſſions govern pere, 

But. what Divinity may bleſs; == 
O nay I never enter: zbere © $5997”, 


- * », 4 "= 
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* % ws d 4 s 
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1 HEODOSTU . 


Nr J what can Pomp or Glory dog © 


Sings. Or what can humane Charms 2 
_ 1 That Mind that has a Heab' in 2285 | 


Ho can it be by Earth berray'd 4 


| No Monarch full of Duth ard Fame, 
(The Foy of Eyes, and Natures Pride, PF 
_ Fall 1 once my thoughts from Heav "1 Reclaim: 5 


Though now he wood me for bis Bride. 


tk Haſte then, Oh haſte and take 15 in, 
For ever lock Religions Door, 


Secure us from the Charms of fin, 
And let us ſee the World 0 more, 


Ac. Hart bark T Be Hod the Heavenly hr. = 
Sings. They cleave the Air in bright 9175 „ 
Ad ſee his Lute each Angel brings, 

And bark Divinely thus he Sings 1. 

To the Pow'rs Pioiae, all glory be given, 
By Men upon Earth, and At Angels in Heaven... 


Puch. For ever gone! for ever Het from me! 
O Theodaſius, till this cruel moment . 
1 never knew how tenderly I lord em ;- 


But on this everlaſting ſeparation, © .. - 
Methinks my Soul has left me, and my Time 
Of diſſolution points me to the Grave. 


| Theo. O my Varanes, does not now thy temper 


' Bate ſomething of its fire ? doſt thou not melt 
In meer Compaſſion of my Siſter's Fate, . 
And cool thy ſelf with one relenting thought ? 


Lara. Yes, my dard Soul rouls inward, melancholy, 
Which I ne*er felt before, now comes upon mez 


And I begin to loath all humane greatneſs, 

Oh! bgh not then, nor thy hard Fate deplore! 

For, tis reſolv'd, we will be Kings no more 
Well fly all Courts, and Love ſhall be our guide; 
Love thats more worth than all the World beſide. 998 


Princes are barr'd the liberty to roam, = 
2 fetter d mind ſill languiſhes at home ; SD 
i gan Bands ſhe treads the thoughtful round, 
eſs and Cares eternally abound. _ 8 
ah And when for Air the Goddeſs would unbind, , 


| Seene ſhuts, and all the Prieſts with Marina, and Flay, v. di Mer 


bes clogg d with Sceptets, and to Crowns Cal \ ' [Exeunt. 
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ACT, FE 


SCENE I 5 


Enter Puleheria, Julia, Attendants. 


Heſs Packets for the Emperour Honorius; 3 
Be ſwift, let the Agent halte to Rome 
FF hear, my Fulia, that our General 


Is from the Goths return'd with Conqueſt home. 
Jul. He is; to day Lſaw him in the Fe, 


Sharp to the Courtiets, as he ever was: 
Becauſe they went not with him to the Wars. : 
Jo you he bows, and ſues to kiſs your Hand. | 
Pulch. He ſhall, my deareſt Julia; oft J have told thee. 
The ſecret of my Soul: If Ser | marry, 
Marcian's my Husband; he is a Man, my lia, 
Whom I have ſtudy d long, and found him perfect: 
Old Rome at every glance looks through his Eyes, 
And kindles the Beholders: Some ſharp Atomes 
Run through his Frame, which I could wiſh were out. 
He ſickens at the ſoftneſs ot the Emperour, | 


And ſpeaks too freely of our Female Court; 


| Enter Marcian and Lucius, a YL. 
Puleb. Ha! Who are theſ? that dare prphane this de 
With more than barb'rous Inſolence? . | 


Mare. At your Feet, 


And kneel to kiſs your Hand. 
Pulch, Put up your Sword; 


Marc. Thus then „Madam; 


— 


10 


The Emperour receiv'd me with affection, 
7 Conqueſts, and ard; 


When on a ſudden albthe pilded Flies- 


That buz about the Court came fAlacr'ring round me: 25 
Words, 


This with affected Cringes, and minc'd V 


Begs me to tell 
Which done, he thanks me, {li 


Behold ] caſt the ſcourge of theſe oke, 


And &er1 bid you welcome om the Saks: 
Be ſure you clear your Honour of this lee, 
Or, Marcian, leave the Court. 


rennen 30, 
eic i Fllom, * Ell 1 
Whiſpers him in the Ear; tte and 1 
While I relate my Yi: Once gun: TA 


yy Then bighs, comparing, It with What Rome was. = I 6 


* 1 
2999 532 


*Whereon I drove em, Madam, as you ſaw: 


But haſt a Soul above the proudeſt of em. 


"To 4 . * tS 
3 Ws 
b i 
| 422 : 
- * * 
* n 


ODOSIUS: "Or, 
Athird comes in, and asks me the ſame favour: 
' Whereon they laugh, white 1 ſtill ignorant — eo mere tn ens 
Go on; but one behind, more impudent, 1 N 
Strikes on my Shoulder; then they laugin ouvright, 
But then gueſſing the abuſe too 1 ö 
Return'd my Knight behind a Box o *h* Ear; Enn 
Then drew, and briefly. told them they were Nells. Es 
They, laugbing ſtill, 67 out the General's muſty, 
This is in ſhort the Truth, [ leave the Judg ment * 
"To your own Juſtice; if 1 have done ill, 
Sentence me, and Pit leave the Court for ever. ee Nao LET ihe 
Puleb. Firſt you are welcome, Marcian,” from the Was,” . 
And ſtill vein; cer octalion calls for Arms, a 0 ee ESO VE. 
Heav'n ſend th Emperot a e VVV 
;Renown'd as Marcian; as to what is paſt. 
think the World will rather praiſe than cenſure . 
Pulcheria, when ſhe pardons you, the Action. 5 
rc. Gods! Gods! and thou great Founder of Old Rome) 15 
What is become of all that mighty Spirit, WE 
That rais'd our Empire to a pitch ſo high? 
Where is it pent? What, but Almighty Power 8 
Could thus confine it, that but T 
No run through. all the Eaſt and Occident ? V 
Puch. Speak calmly, Marcia. N 
Marc. Who can be temperate. 
1 hat thinks as I do, Madam ? Why Eg 4 Fellow, 
'] have ſeen him fight againſt a Troop of Vandals 
In your Defence, as if he lov'd to bleed: 
Come to my arms, my Dear! Thou canſt not talks 


O, Madam, when he has been all over Blood, 7 
And hackt with Wounds that ſeem'd to mouth bis Praiſes: 
I have ſeen. him ſmile ill as he puſhe Death, from him, : 

And with his actions rally diſtant 1c 5 e 

Pulch, He has a noble om. e DE OED Sg 


Marc. Yet ev'n this Man. e eee 
That fought ſo bravely in his Cas 5 par is e grs 
This excellent Man this Morning in the Proſe, ev. 
Did 1 ſee wrong'd before the: Emperour, 5 
Scorn'd and deſpis'd hecauſe he could not cringe, 3 1 
Nor plant his Feet as ſome of them could do. 4 3 a 
One faid his Claaths were not well dean. damn'd HET og £6 
His Taylor Another ſaid, he look d 3 _ 
As if he had not loſt his Maiden head. Lea hone gh 1 
Af n are ſuffer d to be thus, down all 1 Fa . | 
utho- 


©, The | Forte of Love. 


Authority, Phovrliahy) Degree and Vertu. 
Let Rome be never mention'd, no, in the OE” 

Of all the Gods, be ſhe. forgotten ever. 
Effeminate Per ſians, and the Lydian ſoftneſs, 
Make all your F ights, Maran ſhall out no more; 
For by my Arms it makes a Woman of me; 
And my ſwoln Eyes run o'er to think this worth, 
This fuller Honour than the whole Court holds, 


Should be ridiculous to Knaves and Fools; 0 


Should ſtarve for want of what is neceſſary _ 
To Life's Convenience. When luxurious Bawds 
Are ſo o'er grown with Fat, and cram'd:with Riot, 


That they can hardly walk without an Engine. 


Pulch. Why did you not inform the Emperour ? 


Marc. Becauſe he will not hear me: Alas, good Man! 


He flies from this bad World, and ſtill when Wass 5 


And Dangers come, he runs to his Devotions, 
To your new thing, I know not what ou. call it, 
Which en began. ph 

Puleb. How, Marcian | are not you of that 
Religion which the Emperour owns? 


Marc. No, Madam, if you'll fee my naked thought, 


Tam not of their Principle, that take 

A wrong; ſo far from bearing with a Foe, * 

1 would firike firſt, like old Rome; 1 wou'd forth, 
Elbow the neighbouring, Nations round about, 
Invade, enlarge my Empire to the bounds 
Of the too narrow Univerſe. Ves, I own. 

That I deſpiſe your holy Innovations. 

1 am for the Roman Gods, for Funeral Piles, 

For mouting Eagles, and the fancied preatnels 


Of our Fore-Farhers. Methinks my heated Spirit 264) 


Cou' d utter things worth loſing of my Head. 


Pulch, Speak freely, Marcian, for I know thee 5 . 


Marc. O, Madam! long, long may the e ey 5 


But, 1 muſt ſay, his gentle Diſpoſition | 


| Suits not, alas. the Oriental ſway : - och e 
Bid him but Look on e K ic fei 31 07 ko 


Awake him with the Image of that Spirit, 
Which, like a Pyramid revers'd, is grown 
Ev'n from a point. to the moſt dreadful greatneſs; 


His very Name already ſhakes: the Wofldʒ; ul: 47 l 


And ſtill in Perſon heading his firſt heb, 4 
Like the firſt Cæſar o'er the hardy Gaul, 
He ſeems another Thunderbolt of War. 


ed 


Tulch. Loft have blam d my — moſt ſor- 408 . 


mo 
That to my hand he leaves the State en none v: 
And how that ſounds, Jene wee ; n 1 3 ct 4 
Marc. Forgive me, Madam; 8104 © Pit Sd 20 907 * 


No doubt might ſooth their murmurs. 


HEO 50 


J think that all the greatneſs of your Ser, Ar 


| Rome's Clelia, and the fam'd Semiramis, ; 


With all th Amazonian Valour too, 
Meet in Pulcberia; yer, I ſay, forgive. me, 


If with reluctance I behold a Woman 
Sit at the Empire's Helm and ſteerithe" want. 


Pulch. I ſtand rebuxd ! 
Marc. Mark but the growing French, - 
The moſt auſpicious Omen of their frearneſs;. 


That I can gueſs, is their late Suligut Law. wit br 


Bleſt by their Prieſts, the Salii, and pronounc'$ 
To ſtand forever; which excludes all. Women * 


From the Imperial Crown: But, oh!  Tpeak 


The leaſt of all thoſe infinite grievances,” 


Which make the Subjects murmur: In the Ay, W 
Tho? ] proceeded fill like Hannibal, RES Swans) 


And puniſht ev'ry Mutineer with Death; vor 
Yet, oh! it ſtabbꝰd me through and choca: the Soul golds 


To pals the Wretches Doom, becauſe TI knew 
Wich Juſtice they complain'd ; for hard they fought, 
And with their Blood earn'd that forbidden Bread T3209 
_ Which ſome at Court, and great ones, thou 
Caſt to their Hounds, while the 


gh un nam d 
Puleb. Your pity too in mournfu fellowſhip, 


Marc. Yes, it did.. 


That I might put *em once again in heart, 8 l 587 10 
1. ſaid *twas true, the Emperour was tochkzme, ly 324: ith {fi 
Who dealt too coldly with his faithful Servants, 


And paid their great Arrears by ſecond hand- 


I promis'd too, when we return d to Court, 


Thinꝑs ſhould 'be mended 
Bur how! oh Gods | for give my. Blood this T anke; 15 
To the Eternal Shame of Female Councils !. 2 


Whom never Warlike Chronicle ſhall mention! l a rr 
O let me ſpeak it with a Raman Spirit, 14 6.57 


or Soldier's ſtand —- - 8 Ns 


And to the blaſt of Theodbfust Name, 1 iT 9901 5 «x 


We were receiv'd like undone Prodig gals, Ni — 047 


By curſt ungrateful Stewards, with ealdlocls , WH ves 2314 
Who yet got all by thoſe poor Wretches, ming. ft 1 5 159 ai 1317 bak 


Like Malefactors, at the hands of Juſtice, nm 2534.5 


I bluſh, I almoſt weep with burſting rige; 


if rhus receiv 05 bow paid e our long Arcears? A 4 701 
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Nor are you ſo imprudent, without un 3 wy i pai 
4 hide i; 3 


T. e Lor. 


Why, as inftruſted Miſers pay the Rights ball ee 0 550 1 


Of helpleſs Widows, or The N e756 oth re“ 204 bot ma. 


O Soldier, for to thee, to Thee I ſpeak 25 | 
Bawd's for the drudgery of Citizens Wire, | 
Would better pay debilitated Stallions. 8 
Madam, I have ſaid perhaps too much; if fo, 
It matters not, for he who lies, like me, 
On thehard ground, is ſure to fall no further. © ” 
. Pulch, 1 have given you patient n. honeſt Marcian . 
And, as far as can ſee into your Te Sr 
I ſp eak my ſerious Judgment in cold o. 
Wich ſtricteſt Conſultation on the matter; 
[ think this ſeeming plain and honeſt, Marcian, 4 
An exquiſite and moſt notorious Traytor. . 
Marc. Ha! Traytor! © * 
| Pulch. Yes, a moſt notorious Traytor, 


Marc. Your Grandfather, whoſe Frown could awe the World. 55 


Would not have call'd me ſo or if he had —— — 
Puleb. You would have taken it But to the Buſineſs, 
Was't not enough! Oh Heaven! Thou know'ſt, too much! C 
At firſt to own your ſelf an Infidel, 
A bold Contemner, even to Blaſphemy, 
Of that Religion which we all Z 
For which your Heart's beſt Blood can ne er ſuffce: : 
But you muſt dare, with a ſeditious Army, 
Thus to conſpire againſt the Emperour OY 
I mention not your Impudence to me, 
, Taxing the folly of my Government, 
Ev'n to my Face: Such an Irreverence, 
As ſure no barb'rous Vanda! would have ag; 
Beſide your libelling all the Court, as if 
' You had engroſt the whole World's honeſty : 
And 8 Fools, Sycophants, Knaves, 
Such was your Language, did inhabit here. 


Marc. You wreſt my honeſt meaning, by ip LINE 


| You do, and if you thus go on, I feel 


My ſtrugling Spirit will wv longer r 


Puleb. I thought the meaning of all rational Men 5 
Should ſtill be gatherd out of their Diſcourſe, 


To vent ſuch words, tho now you fain wo 


You find the Guilt, 3 bauk the Accuſation: © 1 
But think not you hall Taps lo eauls! .-.. - > 
Once more I do confront you, as a 1 "LT: e 
And as J am entruſted with füll pow 'r, 
me you, in the Name of 1 us, 
2 


L 7 . * "<4 , 7 P * 
15 4 1 Y q X 4 1 44 LES 1 
, * 


* q o 


16, Ika us Or, 


Of al your Offices, Commiſſions; Honoars,:+.” : |.” 7 709 n nt ag” (12707 
Command you leave the Court within three Das, Es 
Loyal, plain-dealing, honeſt Marcian. af 5 

Marc. Gods! Gods! 
Pulch. What now! ha does the Traytor * 

If in three days! mark me; tig I. that doom ther Doe: 
© Rath inconrfiderable Man, a Wretch bepeath : b. i 0 n 
The Torments I cou'd execute upon thee! b 
Ik after three days ſpace thou'rt found in Court, 71 
Thou dy'ſt! thy head, thy head ſhall pay the forſeit.. [; 


Farewell: now rage | now rail and curſe the Court; 118 it —_ 
Saucily dare to abuſe the beſt of Princes, none * 


And op thy lawleſs Topgue laſh all it an; Nita! 
Do, like a mad man rave deplore thy Fortune. 
' While Pages laugh ac thee. Then haſte to the. Army, 
Grow popular, and lead the multitudes: 


- Preach uprthy Wrongs. agg, drive the ziddy Beaſt. 1 
4B To kick a1 + 2. 8 if thou weep, Lam gone «£1119 Ela = 
1 I © Julia ! u. LItay, 1 | hall » WLep. 00. 5 & * "hy 4 5 
3 Jet tis but juſt that l the Heart ſhould ſee: . a 
i* Of him who once muſt Lord it over we. "Fe Pulcheria, ge 0. . 8 
1 Luc. Why do you droop, Sir — a no more 0 Bus: . 


You are and lhall beſtill our General: Sis qr; 
Day but the Word, III fill the Hip Dera e. IRR 00 in 
With Squadrons that ſhall wad, 0 Fu ror nile, 3; Ni 110% 1 
We ll fire the Court about bis Ears. | 
_ | Methinks like Junius Brutus L have watcht., 
An Opportunity, and now it comes 
KH Few words and! are Friends; but, noble en, 
i If yet thou art not mol than General, en 
1 Hs, Eer dead. of Night, tay Lacius is a Coward. wet Ho 420) | 
Marc. I charge thee in the name of all. che Gods, 
5 C ome back. I charm thee by the name of Friend. 

All's well, and I rejoyce lam no General. | 

Bur huſh ! within+hree days we muſt de gone, 70 
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i And then, my Friend, fare wel to Ceremony. .. ers 7% 41 bag cb 7 _ 

= © el fly to (Sons far dillant lonely Village, io diu ee! 

= Forget our forrpex ſtate, and breed. with _— or and. "= 
9 Su eat in the Eye of Day, and e dees, 

1 With bodies courſely fill'd, and ee ; 

* Sleep like the lahoured Hinds , and never, think, 1 eitow Honk 20 l 

„ For if 1 think again, I ſhall g mad. in Pads bail ue f 


Emer Leomine and Alte % 1 an oy ut 
7 herefore no thought. Bur ſee, we are interrapte Tn Loan 
ou ! O Emperor ! yet lex Death threaten... 5 
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. 
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= 5 vs 


Loyal, plain-dealing, honeſt Marcian !- 
D lave, a Traytor ! O ye Eternal Gods 


My dear green branch, and how I prize thee, Child; 
Heaven only knows !. why--doſt thou kneel and weep? > 


The. Force of Love: 


| Il ana 2 time. Tillaten be Rill my Soul 


No General.now ! A Member of thy Country, 
But moſt corrupt, therefore to be cut off, 


Leon. So, Athenats 1 now our complement, . 


Jo the young Perſian Prince, is at an end, 


What then remains but that we take our leave, 


And bid him everlaſtingly Farewell? 


Athen. My Lord! 
Leon. I ſay that decency requires 


We ſhould be gone, nor can you ſtay with Honour. 


Athen. Moſt true, my Lord. 
Leon. The Court is now at peace; 


The Emperour's Siſters are retir'd for ever, 


And he himſelf compos'd ; what hinders then, 
But that we bid adieu to Prince aranes? 


Athen. Ah, Sit, why will Fol break my Heart * 
Leon. I would | not; 


: Thou art the only Comfort of my Age 
Like an old Tree I ſtand among the orms;: 


Thou art the only limb that I have left me: 


Athen. Becauſe you are-ſq good, and will I hops 
Forgive-my faulr, who firſt occafion'd it. 


Leon. I charg' d thee to receive and hear-the Prince, 


* 
* 


. y 5 
8 


beau. 


(5 Rneels, 


Athen. You did, and, Oh, my Lord! I heard too mn 5 


Too much 1 fear for my: Eternal Quiet. 


Leon. Riſe, Athenaig Credit him who hag; 
More Years than thou: Varanes has deceiv'd them. 
Athen. How do we differ then? You judge the Prince 


Impious and baſe; while I take Heav' n to witnels,. 


I-think him the moſt Vertuous of men 
Therefore take heed, my Lord, how you a accuſe lum, 

efore you make the Tryal. Alas, Varanes, HS! 
If thou art falſe, there's no ſuch! thing on Earth 


py As ſolid Goodnels, or ſubſtantial Honour. 
A thouſand times, My Lord, he has ſworn to give me 
(And I believe his Oaths ) his Crown and Empire, 


That day I make him Maſter of my Heart. 

Leon. That day bell make thee Mitres of his power, 
Which carries a foul name zmeng the Vulgar. 5 
No, Athenazs! let me ſee thee dead; 


Born a pale Corps, and gently laid! in Earth, 
N. 2 ſay-ihe's chaſte, an du a Virgin, 


* 
by * ” 
4 . 
. * 
+. * 
— vv 
” 


| 1 a mn 4e 
12 Le 5 J 1 2 Ur, 


Rather than view thee with theſe. wounded Eyes NT“ Sn þ 
 - Seated upon the Throne of Iſdiger deen 
o The blaſt of Common Tongues, the Nobles from, } 

N Thy Father's Curſe; that is, the Prince's Whore. 
Athen. O horrid luppoſition how I deteſt it! 
Be witneſs Heav'n, that ſees. my ſecret thoughts! B 
Have 1 for this, my Lord, been taught by. FT . DOE | Ane i of 
Tze niceſt Juſtice, and ſevereſt Verne. 

To fear no Death, to know the end of Life, oe Frans oy 

. And with a long ſearch diſcern the tighelt goo 4+ d * 
Y No, Athenais! when the Day beholds thee  - 275 
1 80 {candalouſly rais'd, Pride caſt the dowa, 

The ſcorn of Honour, and the People's bre 5 

No, cruel Leoni ine, not to redeem 
4 hat ag ed Head from the deſcending Axe, 
Not cho {aw thy trembling Bady rackt, 

Thy wrinckles about thee fild wk n | 

Would I for Empire, to the Man I love, 1 
Be made the object of unlawful Pleaſure. | 
Leon. O greatly ſaid, and by the Blood which mars me, 

Which runs as rich as any Athens holds, 

It would improve the Vertue of the World, 

If every Day a thonfand Votaries, f 5619 1524 vi! 

And thouſand Virgins came from fr to hear thee! Y A hs: nh 

Athen. Look downye pow'rs, taken 50 we de, Nad 
The rigid Principles ye have infus d: 1 vit enter 
Yet oh my noble Father! ro convince you, 

*Since you will have it ſo, propoſe a Marriage; TORN 

'Tho? with the thought I am covered o're with Bluſh, 

Not that I doubt the Prince, that were to donbt ei eee 
The Heavens themſelves. I know he is all wu: 5 oof 21 N 
But modeſty =—— oben. 
The Virgins troubleſome aud conſtant gueſt, 

That, that alone forbids - 

Leon. I wiſh to Heav in 

There prove no greater bark tomy tele: 

Behold the Prince, I will retire a while, 


And, when occalion calls, come to thy aid, 9 ler Leen. 


Enter Varanes, and Aranthes. | 


Vara. To kx her on the Throne, to me, ſeems s little, 2 
Were I a God, yet would [raiſe her higt er, | : 
ll This is the nature of thy Prince: But oh 
As to the World thy judgment ſoars. Sen we, 
Wl Ag Lam dard with this Gigantick Honour; 
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Glory forbids her _ to a Crown, it 
Nor muſt ſhe gaze that way ; my haughty Soul, 


Retire in Bluſhes, lo 


E Force if Lne.. 


That day when 850 alcends the Throne of Orus, 

Will leave my Body £46. and to the Stars 
quite loſt for ever, 

Aran. What do you purpole then? 

Vara. I know not 55 * 


But ſee ſhe comes, the glor of my arms, 


The only buſineſs of my inſtant thought, 
My Souls beſt Joy, and all my true repoſe. 


7 I'fivear I cannot bear theſe ſtrange defires, 
Theſe ſtrong impulſes which will ſhortly leave me 
Dead at thy Feet. 


Athen. What have you found, my Lord, 


In me ſo harſh or cue that you fear 
To ſpeak your griefs? 


* 4 , 


Vara. Firſt let me kneel and (rent; 


And on thy hand ſeal my Religious Vow, 
Streight let the breath of Gods blow me from Earth, 
Swep > from the Book of Fame, forgotten en ever, 
If I refer thee not, O Athenais, N g 
To all the Per ſian greatneſs! 


Athen. I believe you! 


For I have heard you ſwear as much before, 


Vara. Haſt thou? O why then did 1 ſwear again? . 
But that my Love knew nothing worthier of thee, 


And could no better way expreſs my Paſſion. 


Athen. O rife, my Lord —— 
Vara. I will do every thing 


Which Arbenais bids: If there be more 
In Nature to convince thee of my Love, 
Whiſper it, oh ſome God, into my Ear ! A 


And on her Breaſts thus to her liſtning Soul 

Pl breath ch'Inſpiration! Wilt thou not ſj ak > 
What but one ſigh, no more! Can that ſu 

For all my vaſt expence of Prodigal Lore * 

O Athenais! What ſhall I fay or 40, ER: 


"To gain the thing I with? 


Athen, What's that, my Lord? - 


Vara. Thus to approach thee {till ! thus: to behold thee-— 


Vet there is more 
Athen. My Lord, I 8. not hear you. | 


Vara. Why-doſt thou frown at 1 thou doſt rot know. = 
*Fis an imagination which ne er picre'd thee , 
R as tis raviſhine; tis full of Honour. 


Alben. 1 muſt not doubt you, Sir But oh rule 


20 


Io think if T/digerdes ſhould behold y „ 
Should hear you thus proteſting to à Mail A 
Of no Degree, but Vertue, in the Worl —— a yg 51! fem = 


And that high Honour reigns within your GY rt 
Which would diſdain to waſt fo many hours s- 
With one of humble blood compar'd to you: 


And honeſty will Ta now no longer, 


THE ODOSINS: 1 


Vara. No more of this, no more; for I diſdain 
All Pomp when thou art by; far be the noiſe 


Of Kings and Courts from us, whoſe gentle Souls 
Our kinder Stats have ſteerd another way. 


Free as the Foreſt-Birds, we'll pair together, 


* Without remembring who our Fathers were; 
Fly to the Arbors, Grots, and flow' ry Meads, 
Ia] in ſoft murmurs interchange our Souls, 


Together drink the Chryſtal of the ſtream, 
Or taſte the yellow Frait which Autumn Yields, 


And when the Golden Evening calls us home, 5 
Wing to our Downy Neſt, and ſleep till Moru. ET 


Athen. Ah Prince! no more! 

Forbear, torbear to charm me, : 

Since I am doom'd to leave you, Sir, for erer. 
Vara. Hold, Athenars ———_ | 


Athen. 1 know your Royal Temper, 


[Unleſs ſtrong paſſion ſway'd your thoughts to love her, 


Therefore receive, oh Prince! and take it kindly, © © 


For none on Earth but, you could win it from — 
Receive the gift of my Eternal Love, PFF 
Tis all 1 can beſtow, nor is it little, WE” 
For ſure a heart fo coldly chaſte as mine, ig + 
No Charms but yours, my Lord, could &er have warn! 
Vara. Well have you made amends by ag 1 laſt comfort, 
For the cold Dart you ſhot at me before, 
For this laſt Goodneſs? (Oh, my Athenais hh 
(For now, methinks, I ought to call you mine!) 
1empty all my Soul in thanks before you; _ 
Yet oh ! one Fear remains, like Death it chills me * 
Why my relenting Love did talk of parting! 1 
Athen. Look there, and ceaſe your wonder, I have for | 


To obey ay Father and he calls me hence N 


Enter Leontine. 3 
123 Ha, Leontine ! by which of all my Adios 13 52% 
Have I ſo deeply injur'd thee, to merit 5 


The ſmarteſt wound revenge. could form to end me? " dS . 


Leon. Anſwer me now, O Prince! for vertue prompts me 


. #5 2; 
6% Bu 


"The Force of Love. 


What can the end of all this Paſſion be, ST YON be, SOTY 
Glory requires this ſtriẽt accompt, and aks eee er 
What you intend at laſt to Arhenais? oO N 
Vara. How, Leontine! 5 
Leon. You ſaw her, Sir, at Athene; Cad you lov her. 
1 charg'd her humbly to receive the Honour, 12 
And hear your Paſſion: Has ſhe not, Sir, obey'd me? _ 
Vara. She has, I thank the Gods! but whither wouldft thou? > 
Leon. Having reſolwd to viſit Theodoſius, N 
You ſwore you would not go without my Daughter, 
Whereon I gave command that ſhe ſhould follow. 
Vara. Yes, Leontine, my old Remembrancer, ee. 
Moſt learn d of all Philoſophers, you did. | #3 
Leon. Thus long ſhe has attended, you have ſeen her, 
Sounded her Vertues and her Imperfections; "RE Ne 
Therefore, dread Sir, forgive this bolder Charge, 
Which Honour ſounds, and now let me demand you =o 
Vara. Now help, Aranthes, or J am daſnt for ever. 
Aran. Whatever happens, Sir, diſdain the Marriage. 
Leon. Can your high thoughts ſo far forget themſelves, 
To admir this humble Virgin for your Bride? 
ae 
Athen. He bluſhes, Gods ! and ſtammers at the queſtion. 
Leon. Why do you walk, and chafe 8 fel we Lord? 
T he bufineſs is not much. 
Vara. How, Leontine! © AC. 
Not much; I know that ſhe deſerves a | Crown ; n 
Vet tis to Reaſon much, tho not to Love? 
And ſure the World would bluſh to ſee the Daughter 
Of a Philoſopher on the Throne of e eee, 
Athen. Undone for ever! 5 
Leon. Is this your anſwer, Sir? _ 
Vara. Why doſt thou urge me thus, and pocht me to 
The very brink of Glory ? where, alas! 
I look and tremble at the vaſt Deſcent: 
Vet even there, to the vaſt bottom, down 
My raſh Adventurer Love would have me Teap, 
And graſp my Athenais with my Ruine. 
Leon. Tis well, my Lodd— 
Vara. Why doſt thou thus provoke me, 10 
I thought that Perſias Court had ftore of Honour 
To ſatisfie the height of thy Ambition. 
Beſides, old Man, my Love is too well grown, | 15 0 
To want à Tutor for his good Behaviour; pat nr -: 
What he will do, he will. do of himſelf, 05 = F 
2 not be taught by you 
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Vour angry looks and haughty words YM it: 1 ar 2574 21529 Eq: 
1 found it at the firſt; I thank you,'Sir 1 Hd 


This Daughter of a 


Have crackt thy Brain: Farewel, old Leontint, 


Is rockt aſleep, TIl meet my Arhenai r,. 
And clear the accounts of Love, which thou halt bloted./ 


= But hold my Heart, and let that ſol id Vertue, 4 Agb a oY 


At leaſt a Father judges ſo; it aas | 1 en Son 2 hilt od Do 
 Rebuk'd thee ſmartly for thy Eaſineſs : ie nnd 


I fear evn you Fre . } 


: hs. , - # x 1 4 5 : Ln - % 4 + * 8 2 
a . 2 . - E 3 ; e 
ſever to ſee him mos ing pf FFF | . 
1 . 17 * * 1 


Not tho? he ſhould repent and Rreight return, 


& all the World ſhall 3 ON 77 oh n art 36164 


. 1 
— a 1 


1 H E. DOS 10 82 Or. 


Leon. I know he will no!!! Hig to | bnd 2121-069 15. 
Fond Tears away; I know, I know he will hot: Per vic! 5 
But he would buy with his Old Man's Se 51111 ov N 
My Daughter for your Whore. SH 

Vara. Away, 1 ſay, my Soul diſdains:the Motion! 1 

Leon. The Motion of, a Marriage; yes, I ſee 1 11 757 


49 Ss 
* 


$-.. 9 


You have at laſt rewarded your old Ti utor ole Ni Sühne vol 
For all his Cares, his Watchings, Services 
Yet, let me tell you, Sir, this humble Maid, nn 3 97691 ien = 
poor Philoſopher, ener 1 2 ; 92 

Shall, if the pleaſe, be ſeated on a Throne 5 10 ige Ho 4 
As high as that of ih Immortal O -r 8 
Vara. I think that Age and deep Pirtoſophy - et Lolo = 


Retire to reſt, and when this brawling Humour 0 ane tf Hol 


bern 


— 


Leon. Old Leontine! perhaps I am mad 780 


Which ! fo long ador d, ſtill keep the Reins... 
O 4thenais ) or I will not chide thee, 10 Lee e 
Fate is in all our Actions, and, methinks, £21 BOY 0h f 


* 1 7 k 
gow =, 


There is a kind of mournful Elequence 5 n 361 
In thy dumb grief, which ſhames all clamorous foro. 
Alben. Alas! my Breaſt is full of Death; merhinks ) 


Leon. Why ſhould'ſt thou fear thy Father? % Sch dd 
Alben. Becauſe you have the Figure of a Man! 1 15 6 1 SPA 
Is there, O ſpeak, a. poſkbility. vl gl 
To be forgiven pe 
Leon, Thy Father does forgive dots DOS A AE eee 
And Honour will; but on this hard Condition, 5711 1 7 T 


Ar ben. S:e him! Oh Heavens! er . en ens DEA "18 
Leon. Unleſs it be, my Daughter, to pbraid h lim: ae „ee he 


Nay proffer thee his Crown No more of that, FJ DET 
Honour too cries revenge, revenge thy Wroigs, ' Witte „Nite 
Revenge thy ſelf, revenge thy imjur'd e i n 40 r bildet 
For tis Revenge ſo wiſe, ſo glorious: oo Lie: Lb of 


Vs. 
= 


. 
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| Which Honour bids thee take! - 


Ne Bree of Love. H 
For yet I am al We „the Won Sch o: N 
The weak, the mild, the fond, the. coward Worm an, 


Dares not look forth; but runs about my Breaſt, 
And viſits all the warmer Manfions there, 


Where ſhe ſo oft has harbour d falſe Varanes, 
Cruel PFaranes! falſe forſworn FVaranes.! 


Leon. Is this forgetting him? Is this the Courſe ve 
Athen. Ah, Sir, allow 

A little time for Love to male his way ; 

Hardly he won 228 51 80 and many ſi ighs, 

And many thouſand Oaths ! i colt him, 

Andohl End! he will not be diſlodged 


Without a Groan at parting heneh for ever. PN 
No, no! he vows he will not yet be raz d 


Without whole Floods of Grief at-his farewel, 


Which thus I ſacrifice ! and oh 1 ſwear, 
Had he proved true, 1 would as ealtly. 
Have empty'd all my Blood, and dy'd to fave him, 
As now I thed theſe drops, or vent theſe ſihgs. 
To ſhew how well, how perfectly I 105d him. 


Leon. No Woman ſure, but ta fo low in Fortune, 


Therefore the nobler is thy fair Example 
Would thus have griev'd, xecauſe a 3 adord her; ; 


Nor will it be believ'd in after-rimes, 


That there was ever ſuch a Maid in being; ; 


Yet do I adviſe, preſerve thy Vertne; 
And fince he does difdain thee for his Bride, 
Scorn thou to be——— _ 

Athen. Hold, Sir, oh hold, forbear. | 
For my nice Soul abtiors the very ſound , 


Vet with the ſhame of that, A the e 6 


Of an Immortal Name, I am inſpir di 27 CC IS 
All kinder Thoughts are fled for ever from me, 


All Tenderneſs, as if I ne er had loy'd, + 
Has left my Boſom colder than. the Grave. 


Leon: On, Athenais ! on, tis bright before hs, 


- Purſue the Track, and thou ſhalt be 2 Star, 


Athen. O, Leontine, I ſwear, my 18 . „ 3, 


That I will ſlarve e er once fore; o my Vertue z 


And thus let's joyn to contradict. the World, © 
That Empire could not tempr a poor old Min 3 
To ſell his Prince the Honour of his Daughter; 


fad ſhe, too, match'd the Spiro her Father; 


ho' humbly born, and yet more humbly bred 3 7 
She for het Fame refus da ade and 


24 THEODOSEHDOS: 77 


Who, tho'ſhe lov d, yet did put off the Hour, ads ene 
Nor could her Vertue be berray'd by, Pow. Jim 207 ee 
. Patterns like theſe will guilty Courts improve. 

And teach the Fair to bluſh at Conſcious ove: 
Ten let all Maids for Honour come. in . 


K it * Maid can more 4 acer ce Wet Si a leren. 
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ACT ul. . K. 


Pura. G Ome to my Arms, my Faithful, JS Ge 
=. Soft Counſellor, e of. es. 
Tf] had longer been alone, molt.ſ 8 ee RE 
With the Diltraction that ſurrounds my Heart. 5 
My Hand would have rebelled e his Wade, 
1 done a Murder here. 
* The 1 E MY 2 10 
ara. I ſwear, I preſs thee. wi 28 cart. . 
As. ever fearful Bride embrac'd her Man, , Fa. | 
When from a Dream of Death; ſhe wak'd and found . 
| ". Lover ſafe, and ſleeping hy her fide... 
„ Aranth. The Cauſe, Ls 
3 Vara. Early thou know'{t Jal Night 15 went to reſt, td 2 
i Bur long, my Friend, cer Slum er clos d my Eyes; 
( Long was the Combat fought, twixt Loye ànd Glory; 5 
oO The Fever of my Paſſion burnt me up, HET ab 
1 My Pangs grew ſtronger, and my Rack was doubled, 
My Bed was all a- float with the cold drops 2 
That mortal Pain wrang from wy. lab'ring Limbs ; 
My Groans more deep than others dyi Gaſps : Ry 
Therefore, L charge thee, haſte. to her Apartment, 
I do conjure thee tell her, tell her allt. | 
My. Fears can urge, or F ondneſs can inyent ; 85 
Tell her how | repent, 12 ay any thing; 1 
For any thing I'll do to quench my 70 1 
Say, I will marry her now on the inſtanWt: 
Say all that I would ſay; yet in the end 
My Love ſhall make. it more than Gods can utter: - 0p 
Aranth. My Lord! both Leontine and PRA are r 
From their Apartment — 5 hy Ng 
Vara. Ha! gone, ſayſt thou! whither? - e r FX 
, £2; That was WA whole, Kaen all anita 5 * 77 
But, Sir, I grieve to peak it, they Fave . e RY 8 
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[ tticus. Lied ber, i 3 er in 175 


Ie Force d Lene. 


No track behind for Ce to ud. out; 

Nor is it poffible—. : d A 
Vara. It is, it ſhall; %” 

Full N with pelle 


To find my Athenais : Not the e Walls 
Of -Arhens; nor of Thebes, ſhall hide her from me: 
Ell bring, the Force of all my Fathers Arms, 


And lay em waſte, but Ell redeem my Love, | 


O, Leontine! moroſe old Leontine, 
Thou meer Philoſopher ! O cruel Sage, - 
Who for one haſty word, one Cholerick doubt, 


Haſt turn d the Scale; tho? in the ſacred Balance = 


My Liſe, my Glory, and my Empire hung 
Aranth. Moſt ſure „my Lord, egg ae retird to Athene, 
I will ſend Poſt to Night 0 . 


Vara. No, no, Aranthes, 


Prepare my Chariots, for III go in . * 
1 Bat till nowz till I began to fear 

Some other might enjoy my Athenars, 

I ſwear, I did not know how much 1 loyd her; 3 

But let's away, PII to the Emperou : 

Thou to the haſty management of my buſine(s ; 
Prepare, to day [11 go, to day III find her: 

Nd more; I ll take my leave.of- Theodofe us, - 

And meet thee on the Hippodrome : away, 0 1 
Let the wild hurry of thy Maſters Love, 
5 Make da thy apprebeniign J Haſte, and leave. we. ; 


SCEN E I. 0 


afrer ber 5 Ho im, to be con dh er; 


O, Chry ſoltem! look. "VER and 8 
An Offring worthy Heavn and thee | 
So rich the Villim, bright and fair, a 111 


: That. ſbe on Earth erer. & Star. . 
If Chor. Eudoſia 7 is the Virgin Name, 


Ard ofter- times 


Pall ing. ber Fame. wy; 


ings. Her holy Birth dos aw begin. 


| Votary. In humble Weeds, but. clean 3 = 5 : | 


Jour bours Shall Suge pe au + 


5 Putcheria, POTEN 183 Potaries PI nA Arhemis j in r proce ſon- is 


— = — —ͤ—ę— 
2 os Et 


p . 


For by the ſacred Friendſhip that I vive thee, * 


THEODO SEU S:: 4 | 
And, when the Riten Divan urg pi 


To pleaſant Gardens you ſhall haſir- 8 Nei W/E 


2 Votary. Mega many a flowry Bed we 1 eil! 1 2 
I hat Emblem ſtill to each a Grabe ö 
And when within the Stream we look, =» 
With Tears we wuſe-to-fwell the Brook: Ei Þ 
But oh, when inthe liquid Glaſs, 
Our Heab'n appears, ce fieh to poſe 1 ke 
Chor. For Heav'n alone we ar den dl. 
And all. things bring our Heaven to mind, 


Alben. O Princes: O moſt worthy of the World,  [Rnvels. 
That is ſubmitted by its Emperour, ; 5 SINCE 
To your moſt wiſe and providential ſway : IE Lid dae 9 
War Greek or Roman Eloquence can par 
The Rapture and Devotion of my Soul ! 

I am adopted yours; you are my Goddeſs, 1 
That have new-form'd, new moulded my . 2 5 

And by the platform of a Work Divine, 5 "Oe 6 12 e 
Newe⸗fram'd, new- built me to your own ' defi res; ene 
Thropyn all the Lumber of my Paſſions out, 1 * TID £7931 


And made my heart a Manfion of perfection; 1 * 


Clean as an Anchorite's Grot, or Votary's 9 192 as ; 228713 
And ſpotleſs as the Glories af his ko Fa ue ET SK On 


"Whom we far off adore!! PMs 926 


Pulch, Riſe, Eudoſia, 25 4 <A 15 1 Pp _ SU ttf 38 
And let me fold my Cbriftian i in hay: Arg OH IO INE? 
With this dear pledge of an Eternal Love FL 

J Seal thee, O Eudaſia! mine for ever.. 


Accept, bleſt Charge, the Vows of my oY 3 5 


4 + 
N 

* 
LY 
PET 
* 


I think that Heav'n by Miracle did fend thee, VA 


Jo eaſe my Cares, to help me in my Councils, 
To be my Siſter, partner in my Bed 


And equally, through my whole Coutſe of Fl 


To he the better part of thy CN bh 


And ſhare my Griefs and Joys. LIVE. 45 x iy FIN 


Athen. No, Madam, no; eL 


Excuſe the Cares that this ſad Wretch a bring you; 3 
O rather let me leave the World for ever 3 
Or if I muſt partake your Royal Secrets, 

If you reſolve to load me with ſuch Honour, | 5 
Let it be far from Cities, far from Courts 
Where I may fly all human San 5.40535 Nt, 
Where I may never ſee, nor hear, nor WO Sc 507. 

Nor think, NOT dream, O Heav'n! if rale 


| a * " The: / e de of _ 9 , 


Of e JM Ion id Lo 
Puleb. Whit now, in Tears, Eda? * 31 
Athen. Far from dhe guflt of Palaces 0 end me 5 
Drive me! O drive me from the Traytor n 
So I might ſcape that Monfter, let me dwell | 
In Lyons haunts, or in ſome Tygers Den; „ n ee 24 
5 Place me on ſome lteep; craggy, ruin'd Rock, wok 
That bellies out, "juſt droppi Ing in the Ocean ; . 


Ei Bury me in the hallow of Its Womb; 

5 Where, ſtarving on my cold and Ainty Bed, 
| I may from far, with giddy apptehenfion, =» Her 
: .- inoite Fathoms down the rumbling deep! 584 
: Vet not evn thete; in that vaſt whirl Te. "> 


= - Can there be found ſo terrible a ruin, 
As Man: falſe Man, ſmiling deftrugive N 
Puleb. Then thou halt lov'd, Eudoſta, or my Siſter 
Still nearer to my Heart, ſo much the dearer ; 
Becauſe our Fates are like, an Hand i in Hand 
Our Fortunes lead us through the Maze of Life : 
Lam glad that thou haſt 160d; .nay,-lov'd with Danger; 1 
Since thou haſt ſcap'd the ruin Methinks it listtens 
The weight of my Calamities, that thon 
(ln all ings elſe. 10 perfect and Divine, ). 
Art yet a-kin to my Infirmity, 
And bear'ſt thy part in Love's melodious 111: 4 
Love that like bane perfutnꝰd infects the Rind 
© hat ſad delight that Charms-all Woman: kind. 
Athen. Yes, Madam, I confeſs, that Love has charn'd me, 
But never ſhall again. No, I renounce him; 


= Inſpire me all the wrongs of abusd Women, 

= All you that have been cozen'd by falſe Men : 3 

5 See what a ſtrict Example Iwill make; 

VE But for the Perjurics of one I will revenge ye 

FH For all that's paſt, that's preſent, and to come. 

5 n O thou far more than the moſt Maſculine Venue * 
= Where our Aſtræg; where, O.drowning brightneſs, 228 


Where haſt thou been ſo Long Let me again | 
Proteſtmy Admiration and my Love; 

= Tet me declare aloud, while thou art Here, 
= While ſuch clear Vertue ſhines within dur Circle, 
v4 Vu.ice ſhall no more appear within the Palace, 
But hide her dazled he and this be calld 
The holy CCS Barts ©, the! Emperour comes. | 


mY . 
"i BY 4 


Ener Theodofius; and Attendants ft 
Beauy, like t wine may drive that Form away 3 


Wi. THEO DOSIus: "Or, . 


That has ſo long entranc'd his Soul—<My Lord 0 
Theod. If yet, alas! 1 might but hope 4 ſee ON": EXE” 

But, oh forgive me Heav'n] this 7 . Oey 185 RE 

That thus would reach impoſſibility: | | 

No, no, I never muſt behold her m 


As well my Atticus might- raiſe. the Dead, 


As Leomine ſhould charm that Form in 3 ane 5 = of 


Pulch. My Lord, I come to, give your grief 2 ur 
e With 40 Flames to draw, that Ar ks Lend 


Fall. She is 1 Siſters Ch: e, and madea Chriſt 
And Athenais is Eudoſia no ws 5 ſtlan, 


W 

Be ſure a fairer never grac'd d Religic jon, PIES 

And for her Vertue the wb Examp 88 
Theod. O all ye bleſt above how can this be? 


Am Lawake, or is this poſſible? : Lacken reer : 


Pulch. She kneels, my Lord, will you: not go and riſe d if 
I )pbeod. Nay, do thou raiſe her, for I a rooted here; "# 
Let if laborious Love and Melancholy 
- Have not o'recome me, and quite rurn'd 1 me mad, 
It muſt be ſhe ! that naked dazling ſwcetnels : The: 
The very Figure of that Morning Star, 
That dropping Pearls, and ſheddi dewy Beans, 
Fled from the greedy Waves —— ech dF. 


Anſwer me, Leontine, am I diſtractec? 4 
Or is this true? by thee in all en, 

I will be rul'd, in Temperance and Wildneſs, 3 
When Reaſon clalhes with erttavagance; Ne ITT I QA TIT: 


But ſpeak 
The Tis true, my Tank, this! is my Daughter, 
Whom I conceal'd in Perſia from all Eyes . 
But yours, when chance directed you that way. 
Theod. He ſays, tis true: Why then this heartleſs cage Pp 
O! were I proof 2gainlt the Darts of Love, 
And cold to Beauty as the Marble Lover 
That lies without a thought upon his Tomb; 
Would not this glorious dawn. of. Life run Novak me, 
And waken Death it felf—— Why am I flow then? 
What hinders now but in ſpight of Rules 


1 burſt through all the bands of Death that hold 2 bar kneel 5 


And fly with Sch a. haſt to that Appearance, 
As bury'd Saints ſhall make at the laſt Summons? — 
Alben. The Faun at * Feet 3 0 Sir forgive me, 


Drown 


De Force of Love. 


Drown me not 1 with everlaſting name, 
Both Heav'n and Earth muſt bluſh at ſach a view 45 
Nor can ] bear it longer N 29.4 
Leon. My Lord, ſhe is unworthy — | 
Theo. Ha! what fay'ſt thou, Leontine / 
Unworthy! O thou Albeiſ to perfection HB 
All that the blooming Earth could ſend forth fair; 
All that the gawdy Heav'ns could drop down glorious! 
>  _Unworthy ſay'ſt thou! Wert thou not her Father, 
off? I ſwear I would revenge But haſt; and tell me, 
0 For love like mine will bear no fecond thought, my 
Can all the Honours of the Orient, | 
Thus fſacrific'd with the moſt pure Affection, 
With ſpotleſs thoughts and languiſhin defires, 
5 Obtain, O Leontine, (the Crown at laſt) 
1 To thee, I ſpeak, thy Daughter to my Bride? 
Leon. My Lord, the Honour bears ſuch eſtimation, 
9 It calls the Blood into my aged Cheeks, 
2 And quite o er- whelms my Daughter with Confuſi on; 
1 Who with her Body proſtrate on the Earth 
2] Ought to adore you for the proffer d Glory. 
Theo. Let me embrace, and thank thee : O kind Hear” A * 
O Articus! Pulcheria! G my Father! 
Was ever change like mine? Run through the Streets, 
Who waits there? Run, and lowd as Fame can ſpeak, 
Wich r olg ſounds proclaim your Emperor' 8 ** 
And as of old, on the great Feſtival 
Of her they call the Mother of the God; 
Let all work ceaſe, at leaſt an Oaken Garland 
Crown each Plebeian Head: Let ſprightly Bowls 
Be doal'd about, and the tofs'd Cymbals ſound: 
Tell 'em their much lamented Theodo/ivs 
By Miracle is brought from Death to Life: 
| His Melancholy's gone, and now once more 
He ſhall appear at the State's Helm again; - 
Nor fear a Wrack while this bright Star direct us; 
For while ſhe ſhines, no Sands, no cowring Rocks 
Shall lie unſeen, but I will cut my way e e 
Secure as Neptune through the higheſt ſtream, be 
And to the Fort in ſafety ſteer the World, 
Athen. Alas, my Lord, confider Foy ExtraQtion, 
With all my other Wants— 
Theo. Peace, Empreſs, Peace! 
No more the Daug bter of old Leontine. 
A Chriſtian now, — Partner of the Eaſt. = 
Alben. My Father has * you command me; 


30  THRODOSTURL Or, 
What can I anſwer then but my Obedience *; ++ 


Theo. Atrend her, dear Paſcheria; and, oh tell . | 
To Morrow, if ſhe pleaſe, I will be happy. | Ex. Balch. and Aden. 


O why ſo long ſhould I my Joys delay: F 
Time imp thy Wings, let not thy Minutes ſt tay, RO > —_— 
But to a moment change the tedious day. . 5 
The day ! *rwill be an Age before to Morrow : e FRETS — 
An Age, a Death, à vaſt Eternity, 1 ER oF: 
Where we ſhall cold, and paſt. Enjoyment lie, Oo 
Enter Varanes « and Aranthes, * 

F. 0, Theodofius!) a +. CON 5 „ | | nt 


Thee. Ha my Brother FEY: . 5111 
Why doſt thou come to make my Bliſs run 0 der! 5 See d i BE 
What is there more to wiſh? da can i BB —_ 
Na flaw in ſuch a glut of Mppingt - 

To let one Miſery in- „ my V. ran 
Thou that of late didſt ſeem to walk. on Clouds, 

Now give a looſe, let go the. Dackned R Reins, 
Let us drive down the Precipice of [* = 

Als if that all the Winds of Heav'n were for. us. 

5 Vara. My Lord, 1 5 glad to find the Gale is _—_ 
And give you Joy of this auſpicings. anne: 
Plough on your way, With all your Streamers. out ; 

With all your any 53 Flags and Streamers ride 

Triumphant on eave me to the Waves, = | 
| The Sands, the Tin 0 Rocks, the ſure Deſfruction = 
= And ready Gulphs that gape to ſwallow me. wo TER 

' Thee. It was thy Hand that drew-me from the Grave,. 
Who had been dead by this time to Ambition. 

To Crowns, to Titles, and my lighted R 5 
4 Bur {till as if each work of thine deſery'd.  - 
| The ſmile of Heavn——Thy. Theodofous mer 
With ſomething dearer than his. Diadem, 
0 With all that's worth a with, thar S. worth 4 7 
l met wich that which made me Tere. he ord. MS 
Para. And I, O turn of Chance! O eurfed Fertune 
ure loſt at once all that eould make me happy. \ 

| O ye too paftial Powers ! But nom no m more 
\ The Gods, my dear, my moſt lov'd Fheodofe 1405 ret gt 

Double all thoſe Joys that thou haſt-met..upep thee; po 
For {ure thou art moſt worthy, worthy. _ 
Than Jove in all his Prodigality. --, 
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| Can e er beſtow: in Bleſfings on Mankind!“ 
| And. oh, Gi my Hohl is l angel d. oy 


» Theo. Behold, my Loid, the occaſion of wy Joy. © 


> the el x Eine: 


Takes it the more « mit} of ker Stats, = b 
That thou and J cannot b E Hiſt thy to! gether-; n | 
For I muſt leave thee, Friend! this night muſt leave thee, 
To go in doubtful ſearch of what erhaps 
I neer ſhall find: if ſo my Ctuel Fate 
Has order'd it: Why then farewel for erer, 
For I ſhall never, never. ſee thee more. 

Theo, How ſenſible my tendet Soul is pron 
Of what you utter! 0 my Ballant Friend ! 
O Brother | O Faranes ! Do not judge 
By what I ſpeak ? for Sighs will interrupt me; | 
Judge by my Tears, judge by theſe ſtrict Embraces, | LY 
And by my laſt Refolve : Tho? I have met ds 
With what in filence I ſo long ador'd, 
Tho' in the Rapture of proteſting” Joys, 
J had ſet down to morrow for my Nuptials; 
And Atticus to Night prepares the Temple. 
Vet my Varanes, I will rob my Soul 
Of all her Health, of my Imperial Bride, 
And wander with thee in the wan K that 
On which thy Life depends 

Vara. If this I ſuffer 
Conclude me then begotten of 4 Hind, 
And bred in Wilds: No, Theode/zs, no; ; . 
I charge thee by our Friendſhip, and conjure thee | 
By all the Gods, to mention t is no more: 
Perhaps, dear Friend, I ſhall be ſooner here 
Than you expect, or 1 my ſelf imagine: 
What moſt I greive, is that I cannot wait 
To ſee your Nuptials: Yet my Soul is with you, 
And all my Adorations to your Bride, 

Theo. What, my Varanes, will you be ſo cruel . 
As not to ſee my Bride before you go ? 
Or are you angry at your Rival's Charms, 
Who has already raviſht half my Ft, 
That once was all your o.]? | 

Vara. You know I am diſorderd! | V 
My Melancholy will not ſuit her Ui Condition. [Exit Theo. 
And the Gods know, fince thou, my Arhenais, „„ 
Art fled from theſe ſick Eyes, all other Women. 
To my pall'd Soul ſeem like the Ghoſt of Beauty, 
And haunt my memory with the loſs of thee. 1 


31 


Enter Athenais, T keodofius Leading ber. 
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Lock there, and wonder; Ha! ist poſſible?s? 
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37 _ THEODOSIUS: 7 


Vara. O ye Immortal Gods! Arambes! oh! 


Athen. My Lord, the Emperour ſays you are his is Fiend, 8 


He charges me to uſe my Intereſt, 
And beg of you to ſtay, at leaſt fo long 


As our Eſpouſals will be ſolemnizing ; 


I told him I was honour'd once to know 4 BY 


But that ſo flightly, as I could not warrant 2 
The grant of any thing that I ſhould ask you — _ + 
Vara. O Heaven! and Earth! O Azhenars ! wb. 


, Why doſt thou uſe me thus? Had I the World, 


Thau know'ſt it ſhould be thine. 
Athen. 1 know not that—= . 
But yet, to make ſure work, one half of it 
Is mine already, Sir, without your giving. 
My Lord, the Prince is obſifnate, his - Y 5 
Scorns to be mov d by the weak Breath of Woman; 5 


Heis all Heroe, bent for higher Game; 


Therefore, tis nobler, Sir, to let him go: 

If not for him, my Lord, yet for my ſelf, 

1 muſt intreat the Favour to retire. [Exit. Alben. 95. 
Vara. Death! and Deſpair! Confuſion! Hell and Furies? 
IThbeo. Heav'n guard thy Health, and ſtill preſerve thy denne. 

What ſhould this mean? I fear the Conſe uence, 

For *ris too plain they know each other well. 

Vara. Undone! Aranthes! loſt, undone for ever; 

I fee my Doom, I read it with broad yes. 

As plain as if I faw the Book of Fate | 

Vet I will muſter all my Spirits up, ö 

Digeſt my Griefs, ſwallow the riſing Paſſions, | : 

Yes, I will ſtand this Shock of all the Gods 

Well as I can, and ſtruggle for my Life. | 
Theo. You muſe, my Lord: and if you'll oive me leave 

To judge your thoughts, they ſeem employ'd at preſent - 

About my Bride: I gueſs you know her too. | 
Vara. His Bride! O Gods! give me a moments Patience ! = 

I muſt confeſs thefight of Athenais, ED 

Where I ſo little did expect to ſee her, 1 

Sograc'd and ſoadorn'd, did raiſe my wonder, 

But what exceeds all admiration, . . 

That you ſhould talk of makin her your Bride ; 25 

*Fis ſuch a blind effect of monſtrous , 

That tho I will remember you affim d a 

I cannot yet believe 
Theo. Then now believe me- 


By: all .the RN Wie I will n her. 
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It gives offence; nor can you without! Scandal, 
Without the notion of a.groveling Spirit, 
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The Force -of* Lor 


Vara. Ha! I all | leap the bounds, Come, come, my Lond. 1 
By all theſe Pow rs you ham d, I ſay you muſt not. 
Theo. I fay, I will; and who ſhall bar my plea eaſure? 
Yet more, Linea the Judgment of my Soul, 
Weigh but with Fortune Merit in the Balance, 
And bene loſes by the Marriage. 
Vara. Relentleſs Fates! malicious cruel Pow* is! 


O for what Crime do you thus rack your Creature? 


Sir, I muſt tell you this-unkingly, meanneſs: 


Suits the Profeſſion of an Anchorite well, 


But in an Oriental Emperour 


Eſpouſe the Daughter of old Leoxtine,. 


Whoſe utmoſt Glory is to have been my Take.” E - 


- Theo. He has ſo well acquitted that Employment,” 


Breeding you up to ſuch a gallant height 
Of full perfection, and imperial greatneſs, 


That ev'n for this raſpect, if for no other, 


I will eſteem him worthy while I live. 


Vara. My Lord, you'll pardon me a lie Fr reedoim 2 ou 


For I muſt boldly * urge in ſuch a Cauſe, 

Who ever flatters you, tho ne'er ſo near 
» Related to your Blood, ſhould be fulpetted, 
After what I have heard, and ſeen to Day, 
Of all Mankind I ſhould ſuſpect Varancs. 


Theo. If Friendſhip would admit a cold Seren, 


Vara. He has ſtung me to the Heart; my Groans will choke me, 


Unleſs my ſtrugling Paſſion gets a vent. 3 
Out with it then I can no more diſſemble— = 


Yes, yes, my Lord, ſince you reduce me to 
The laſt neceſſity, I muſt confeſs it; 


I muſt avow my Flame for Athenais. {Bp 
lam all Fire! my Paſſion eats me up, 
It grows incorporate with my Fleſh and Blood A 


My Pangs redouble, now they cleave my Heart ! 
..Q e O Eudofia>—— oh- 


Tho plain as Day I ſee my own Deſtrudtion,. 5 


Let to my Death, and oh, FE all the Gods 


Bear Witneſs ! I ſwear 1 will adore thee. 
Theo. Alas! Varanes. Which of us two the Heay' ns 
Have mark*d for Death is yet above the Stars; 
But while we live let us preſerve our Wienp. 
Sacred and juſt, as we have ever done. 
Mien 3 in two fuch hard Ntreams 


* 


7 


With all advantage, i 1 A ny oY 5 

Take your own time, a all you can to Lo I. e e 
If you can win Her, led RI vel wo. 
in 264 conſent that I eſÞiiſe Her here. 


-THEODOSTUS: Or, 
Nea perewert 5 


he into Perſia ; 


Vera. Still worſe and worſe? O 1560 197 bh, 
4 cannot ſpeak for ſighs, my Death is ſeald 
By this laſt ſweetneſs ; had you deen tels £656d, 
I might have hopꝰd; but now ny Doom's at hand.” 
Go then, and take her, take her to the Temple: =p 3 | 
The Gods too give you joy. O Athenais! © 
Why does thy Image mock my Fooliſh ſorrow? * 

O Theodo/ixs, do not feemy Tears: © 

Away, and leave me! leave: me to the Gave. 


Theo. Farewel; let's leave the Mae to bk, Le, 
I will prepare your way with all that'Hottour - © =” 
Can urge in your behalf, tho? to my Ruine. 

Var. Ol could tear my Limbs, and ear my Fin, - 


Fool that! was, fond, proud, vaingtorious Fot! 
Damn'd be all Courts, and: "Heble? attin'd | Ambitfon : By 
- Blaſted be thy remembrance. « Curſes on thee, | 


- And plagues on Þ 


Aranth. Have comfort, Sir: 

Vara. Away, and leave me, Villain; 
Ti raytor, who wrought me firft't =! ATR 
Let ſtay and help me, Help ine to Alte my W 
Help me to wiſh that J had ne er been Royal, 
"That I had never heard the name of Crus, 


That 


my firſt Brawl in Court had been my iſt. 


O that I had been born ſome happy Swain, 
And never known à Life ſo great, ſo van 
Where I extreams might not 1 ford ro TY 


And blelt with ſome mean Wife, no Crown could TY * 
Where the dearer Partner of my little ſtate 5 
With all her ſmiling Off. ſpring at the Gate, 
© Blefling my Labours, might Ihr coming wait. 

Where in our humble Beds all ſafe mi - — 

And not in curſed Courts 5 Os 


Kings would not 
Theſe  Pleafurti that ban Js Us, 


\ N 


so 


. Hail t to the Ae Sie 781 885 


All hail to the M 5 of 7 rin; > 275 
ere invade 1 
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15 Ex. Theod. 


Lites Tall on thoſe! Fools char fect ter. Sy 


0 7 he Fr F d. K 
Chor. Beauty 1 opens her Arn, 
Ec; To ſoften the languiſhing mind Ky 
"a And Phillis unlocks Apr ys 3 
8 As Phillis? ah why fo fund 55 
| 5 Tum ths Soul of Love, 
* Ibo joy of the Neighb ring Swai Sen 9 5 
Py i | Phillis hat Crowns the 98 uns, he 
4 And Phillis that guilds the Plaine, - N 
WM Chor. Phillis, hat nc en bad the. Sill, 
8 To paint, to patch, and be Hine; bs 
Ter Phillis whoſe Eyes can Pl: 5 . 
Whom Nature hath-wode Mine 
28 +45 3:1 
Phillis, whoſe charming Son 
Makes labour and pains he, 
== Phillis hat makes the day, youngs..i. 11 5 
Pp And. ſportens the live-long might, | 00 5 
; | Chor. Phillis, whoſe p44 Slike Thr: 1775 . 
Still laughs at the facets that they brings W . 
Where Love never A noms decay, : 
But 12855 2585 . nnn wet: 
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Enter „Marca, ond Lucius at a 4 Nance, 


© Mare. - HE Gem! of the Oriental Armies, 14 98 
1 Was a Commiſſion large as Fate could: gives ; 
; Tis: gone: * what care 1: O Fortune, Wet. 
* Thou laughing Empreſs of this bufie World, 
BN Marcian defies. thee now 
iz Why what a thing is a diſcarded F avourite: "ITY 
= He Sho but now-tho? longing torretire;. 
155 Cou'd not for buſie Waiters be alone 
FP Throng'd in his Chamber, haunted to his Cloſer!» - 1 
922 With a full Croud, and an Eternal Court; 
When once the Favour of his Prince is turn 4, 
a Shun'd as a Ghoſt, the clouded Man appears z 
5 And all the gaudy worſhippers forſake him 
| So fares it now with me where Cer 'T come; 1: 
= As if I were another Cataline. 
I The. Courtiers riſe, and no Man will fit near a, | 
1 As Se {the ry e OT: vp ME >-- 


36 Tügopostus- hy 


»O'Lucias! Lncius! if thou leavſt me too, dy, "at 
think, I think cou'd not bear it; 440 by * 
But, like a Slave, my Spirit broke with Suffering! 
Should on theſe Coward Knees fall down and 15 
Once to be great again —— _ | 
Luc. Forbid it, Heav'n !. | 
That Cer the noble Mancian condeſeend | AF 
Io ask of any, but the Immortal Gods, 5 TAY: 
"Nay, Lavow, if yet your Spirit dare. 
Spight of the Court, you fhall be great as Ceſar. 
Marc. No, Lucius, no; the Gods repel that humour, , my 
Jet ſince we are alone, and muſt erelong ggf Dh nar hs I” 
Leave this bad Court; let us, Iixe Veterans 1 
Speak out — Thou ſailt, alas! as great as Git : 
Bur-where's his Greatneſs? Where! is his ambition? 2 
If any Sparks of Vertue yet remain 
In this poor Figure of the Roman Glom; 35 
I fay, if any be, how dim. they ſhine, F 
; Comnmared. with what his great Pers Pacbem were > 8 I 5 
How ſhould he lightem then, or awe the World, 2 


k 


1 


© Whoſe Soul in Courts is but a Lambent-fire, 5 
And ſcarce, O Rome ! a Glow. worm in the Field: 5 
Sott | Young, Religious, God like qualities, = 5 
1 For one that ſhould recover the lo Empire: F 5 
And wade through Seas of Blood, and Walk. Oer Mountains 1 5 
1 Of ſlaughter'd Bodies to Immortal Henoubr. 1 
i Luc. 15 Heart! He pin'd a while ago for Love. be 
„ Mar c. And for his Miſtreſs vow'd to leave the World, of 
4 But ſome new chance it ſeems has chang'd his Mind, 4 
1 A Marriage! but to whom or whence ſhe cane A 
1 None knows: but yet à Marriage is proclaimd, 5 Y 
= *<Pageants prepar d; 5 the Arches are adorn'd; wy 
4 The Statues Crown'd, the Hippodrome does groan #1 
I - Beneath the Burden of the mounted Warriors ; SS 
The Theatre is open'd too, where he * 

And the hot Per ſian mean to act their Follies. F 

Gods! Gods! Is this the Image of our Ceſars? 23 

Is this the Model of our Romulus? 3 153 

O why ſo poorly have you-ſtampt Rome 'sGlory! | £ - 

Not Rome s but yours] Is this Man fit to bear 1 it? = 

This waxen Portraicture of "Majeſty. ! E 

Which every warmer Paſſion does melt down, 9 
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And makes him fonder than a Woman's longing! 
Luc. Thus much I know to the eternal ſhame 
«Of the Imperial Blood; this upſtart Empreſs, _ 
| his. fine new Queen is ſprung from abjec Parents ; 3 
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* Nay, baſely born! but that's all one to him, 


And mark the ſtrange neglect of Iheodaſiu- 
He ſigns what e er I bring; perhaps you have heard 
| To morrow he intends to wed a Maid of Athens, 
Ne- made a Chriſtian, and new-nam'd Eudoſia; © 


He likes and loves, and therefore marries her. 
Marc. Shall I not ſpeak? Shall I not tell him of it? 
I feel this big-ſwollen throbbing Roman Spirit Mo 
Will burſt, unleſs I utter what I ought, 


2 * 
* 2 | 
e 


rer Pulehetta with 4 Peper in her Hand, and Jutla, 


Marc. Pulcberia here! why ſhe's the Scourge of Marcian; 
I tremble too when ever ſhe approaches 
And my Heart dances an unuſual meaſure E 


 Snite of my ſelt I bluſh and cannot ſtir 


hile ſhe is here What, Lucius, can this mean? 


Tis ſaid Calphurnia had the Heart of Ceſar - 
Auguſtus doted on the ſubtle Livia: 


— * — . 


Why then ſhould I not worſhip that fair Anger? 


On didſt thou mark her when her Fury lightned, 
She ſeem'd all Goddets ; nay, her Frowns became tier, 
There was a Beauty in hier vety Wildnefs, © 


Were I a Man born great as our firſt Founder, 
"Sprung from the Blood Divine: But I am caſt 
Beyond all poſſibility of Hope. 


- Palch. Come hither, Marcian!-read this Paper Oer, 


* 


Whom he more dearly prizes tllan his Empire: 
Vet in this Paper he hath ſet his Hand. 


And ſeal'd it too with ch Imperial Signet, 
N That ſhe ſhould loſe her Head to morrow Morning. 


Marc. Tis not for: me to judge; yet this ſeems ſtrange— 


- -Pulch. I know he rather would commit a Murder 
On his own Perſon, than permit a Vein mt 


Of her to bleed ; yet, Marcian, what might follow, 
If 1 were envious of this Virgins Honour, 


By his rafh paſſing whatſoever I offer ——— — 
Without a view-——ha, but I had forgot! 


Julia, lets haſte from this infectious Perſon —— 
had forgot that Marcian was a Traytor; , 
Vet by the Powers Divine, I ſwear tis pity, 


That one ſo form'd by Nature for all Honour, 
All Titles, Greatneſs, Dignities Imperial, 


The nobleſt Perſon, and the braveſt Cou rage, 
Should not be honeſt : Julia, ist not pity ? 
'O Marcian, Marcin! I could weep to think 


Vertue ſhould loſe it felt as _ has done. 
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Then, if you pleaſe, take off this Tray tor's Head * 73 e e 7 
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Nor can the Wit of all Mankind conceive her; „ 15 
But lers away. This Paper is of uſe,” | E: 
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38 THEODOs ius, 0% 


F 


Repent, raſh. Man, if 105 "tis not tog late, 
And mend thy Errors ; 10 farewel for ever, 
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arc. Farewel for Ever! no, Madam, ere r 'F 
Lam reſolv'd to ſpeak, and you ſhall hear me: 9 


End my da 1 Life together. ee 
Luc. Perhaps you'll laugh at what I am going to 13 > 

But by your Life, my Lord, I think tis true: 1 ar = 
Pulcheria loves this T raytor ! Did you mark her? F 

At firſt ſhe had forgot your Baniſhment; 


* 


Makes you her Counſellor, and tells her 1 bil 9 7 e 8 


As to a Friend; nay, leaves them in your . 


And ſays, 'tis pity that you are not honeſt, 


With ſuch Deſcription of your Gallantry, BA SIGNS Hit a To 


T: 


As none but Love could make : Then taking Neale” 8 


Through the dark Laſhes of her darting Eyes, 
Methought ſhe ſhot her Soul at every Glance; P 


Still looking back; as if fhe had a mind 0 f ; a 61 ; 1 
That you ſhould know ſhe left her Heart behind her. * Lt: pag 10: 


. 


Me: Alas! thou doſt not Know her, not do 11 N = 


* 
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Luc. I gueſs your purpoſe 3 _ +; 


He is a Boy, and as a Boy FR vl 36 High. fs nes 


There is no other wax. 
Marc. Yes, if he be not YOON CA 
Quite dead with ſleep, for ever r lolt to Honour, 


Marcian with this ſhall rouze him. O, my Rat 25 


Methinks the Ghoſts of the great Theodoſe 3 „ 
And thundering Conſtant ine appear before me: oe; 5 ke 


They charge me as a Soldier to chaſtiſe him, 


T0 lach him with keen words from lazy Love, 5 e ee e * 
And ſhew him how they trod the Paths of Honour: _  LExeunt,: 1 - 


SCENE I. 


Theodoſius lying on 4 Couch; with 1600 Baye Te like Cats. 4 
| 2 mnging 1 him Ao = 


H rg SENS: 
wm a ap a a 5 
That Glare Beams 10 ft di play, . I IEA. 
So peaceful was Ihe happy day. rr 1 FETs on 
The Gods themſelves. di 400 look W e 
The Royal Infant's Birth to Crown Tt 
80 pleas d, hey ſcarce did an the guhy from, 25 
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Tze Twice w Toer 


Happy da 46 ok 145 4 
And Is do? ha; oj BW, 1 


That made 21 Goodneſs Hai of ſuch Pow'r. 


Por thus the Gods declare to Men, 
No day like this ſhall ever come Ken. 


Enter Marcian with an Order: - 


Theo. Ha ! ! what raſh thing art thou, who ſetẽſt ſo ſmall 2 


A value on thy Life, thus to preſume 
Againſt the fatal Orders I have given, 
Thus to entrench on Cæſarꝰs ſolitude, 


And urge me to thy ruine? . ait 1. 5 


Marc. Mighty Ceſar, 


$* 


I have cranſzreſf and for my Pardon bow MI wee 
To thee, as to the Gods when I offend : 


Nor can I doubt your Mercy, when you khow ; 


The nature of my Crime. I am Commitlion'd 
From all the Earth to give thee Thanks and Praiſes, 
Thou Darling of Mankind! whoſe Conqu'ring Arras | 


Already drown the Glory of great Julius, 


Whole deeper reach in Laws and Policy, 
Makes wiſe Auguſtus envy thee in Heay'n ? 
What mean the Fates by ſuch prodigious Vertue ? 
When ſcarce the manly Down yet ſhades thy Face, 
Wich Conqueſts thus to over-run the World, 
And make Barbarians tremble? O, ye Gods! 
Should Deſtiny now end thee in the Bloom, 
Methinks! lee thee mourn'd above the loſs - 
Of lov'd Germanicus, thy Funerals _ 
Like his, are ſolemniz'd with Tears and Blood. 


Theo. How, Marcian! 
Marc. Yes, the raging Multitude, 
Like Torrents, ſet no bound to their mad EY 


Shave their Wives Heads, and tear off their own Hair; 


With wild Deſpair they bring their Infants out, 


To brawl their Parents ſorrow in the Streets; 


Trade is no more, all Courts of Juſtice ſtopt; 


With Stones they daſh the Windows of their Temples 
Pull down their Altars; break their Houſhold Gods: 3 


And ſtill the Univerſal Groan is this, 
Conſtantinople's loſt, our Empires ruin 1 
Since he is gone, that Father bf his , eee 
Since he is dead, O Life, where is thy Pleaſure ? 
O Rome! Oh conquer World, where is thy Glory? 
Wees. I know thee well, thy Cuſtom and thy 1 lanners; 
> 


* 


Thdu 


Je: THEODOSIUS 0; 


Thou doſt upbraid me ; but no more of this, 


Not for thy 1— . 


Marc. What's Life without ray Honour? »Þ ae = 


Could you transform your {elf inth.a Gorgon, 
Or make that beardleſs Face like 7zp:ter”s, 


1 would be heard in ipight of all your JOY 2 - | | 


U pow'r of Guilt, you fear to ſtand the Teſt 
Which Vertue brings ; like Sores your Vices ſhake. 
Before this Roman healer. But, by the Gods, 
Before I go I'll rip the Malady, e 

And let the Venom flow before your Eyes. 


This is a Debt to the great Theodoſius, 1 5 25 


The Grand- father of your Illuſtrigus Blood "Ob 
| And then farewell for ever. 
Theo. Preſuming Marcian ! - + 
What canſt thou urge ain my Innocence > 
Through the whole Courſe of all my harmleſs ouch, 
Ev'n to this hour, I cannot call to mind 
One wicked ac which I have done to- ſhame. 5 
Marc. This may be true: yer if you give the 10 
To other Hands, and your poor Subjects fuffer, 
Your negligence to them is as the Cauſe. 
O Theodofrus credit me, who know. 
The World, and hear how Soldiers cenſure kg, 
In after-times, if thus you ſhould go on, 1 
Your Memory. by Warriors will be ſronr'd,.. 
As much as Nero or Caligula loath'd; 
They will deſpiſe your {loth, and backward eaſe, 
More than they hate the others Cruelty. 
And what a thing, ye Gods, is ſcorn or pity ? 
Heap on me, Heav'n, the hate -of all Mankind; 
Load me with Malice, Envy, Deteſtation: 
Let me be horrid to all apprehenſion, 
And the World ſhun me, fo 1 eſcape. but Scom 25 
beo. Prithee, no more . COIL 
Marc. Nay, when the Legions make Caput ** 
And ſay, thus cruel Nero once reſoly'd. 
On Galbd's Inſurrection, for Revenge, 
To give all France. as Plunder to the lune, | 
To poiſon the whole Senate at a Feaſt ;. 
To burn the City, turn the wild Beaſts out; 
Bears, Lions, Tigers, on the Multitude; 


2 


That fo obſtructing thoſe that quench'd 'the Fire, 2 Go 


He might at once deſtroy Rebellious Rome. 
Theo.. O cruelty! why, tell ſt thou me of hes 17 
Am E of fuck. a. batharons e 5 
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However fierce, avenging, and pernicious, -. wire 


That ſavour'd of a Roman; but for you, 
What can your partialSycophants invent. 
To make you room among the Emperours? 


Whoſe utmoſt is the ſmalleſt part of Nero; 
A pretty Player, one that can act a Heroe, 


And never be one. O ye Immortal Gods, _ 


Is this the old Cefarian Majeſty 


Nou, in the name of our great Romulus, 
Why ſing you not, and fiddle too as he did ? 


Why have you not, like Nero, a Phenaſcus? 


One to take care of your Caeleſtial Voice? 


Lie on your Back, my Lord, and on your Stomach 15 | 
Lay a thin Plate of Lead, abſtain from Fruits; 


And when the Bufineſs of the Stage is done, Er 
| Retire with your looſe Friends, to coſtly Banquets, - 
While the lean Army groans upon the Ground. 


Theo. Leave me, ] ſay, leſt I chaſtiſe thee ; 


Hence, be gone, I ſay— 


Marc. Not till you have heard me ou. 


Build too, like him, a Palace lin'd with Gold, 
As long and large as that to the Eſquiline: 


Incloſe a Pool too in it, like the Sea, 


And at the Empires coft let Navies meet: 


Adorn your ſtarry Chambers too with Gems, 


 Contrive the plated Ceilings to tutn-xound,. 


With Pipes to caſt Ambroſian Oils upon you: 
Conſume with his prodigious Vanity, - 


In meer Perfumes and Odorous Diſtillations, 


Of Siſterces at once 400 Millions, 


Let naked Virgins wait you at your Table, 


And wanton Cupids dance and clap their Wings, 


No matter what becomes of the poor Soldier; 


So they perform the Drudgery they are fit for; 
Why let em ſtarve for want of their Arrears, 


Drop as they go, and lie like Dogs in Diiches. 


Theo. Come, you are a Fraytor! | 
Marc. Go too, you are a Boy —— - - 
by the Gods | 


IT beo. If Arrogance; like this,. 


And to the Emperourꝭs Face, ſhould ſcape unpuniſtd, 
Fl write my ſelf a Coward ; die then, Villain, 

A Death too gteriaus for ſo bad a Man, — 
By Tbeodaſiur à Hand. [Marcian diſarms ban, bit is wounded, - 


Fry "THEODOSTUS: or, 


What, in the name of all our Roman Spirits, 
Now charms my Hand from giving thee thy Fate? 
Has he not cut me off from all my Honours? 
Torn my Commiſſions, ſham'd me to * Earth, 
Baniſht the Court, a Vagabond for ever? 
Does not the Souldier hourly ask it from me? on 
| Sigh their own wrongs, and beg me to revenge en? 
What hinders now, but that I mount the Throne? 
And make to that this purple Youth my Footſtook? | -- 
The Armies court me, and my Countries Cauſe ; © © 
The Injuries of Rome and Greece perſwade me. | 
Shew but this Roman Blood which he has drawn, - 
They'll make me Emperour whether I will or 03> 
Did not for leſs than this the latter Brutus, 1 2591 
Becauſe he thought Rome wrong d, in Perſon, Head 3} 
Againſt his Friend, a black Confpiracy ? | 
-And ſtab the Majeſty of all the World? | 
IThHeb. Act as you pleaſe, I am within your Power: 
Marc. Did not the former Bratus, for the Crime 
« Of Sextus, drive old Tarquin from his Kingdom? 
And ſhall chis Prince too, by permitting others 
Io at their wicked Wills and Lawleſs Pleaſures, 
Raviſh from the Empire its dear Health 
Wellbeing, Happineſs, and ancient Glory, | 
Go on in this diſhonourable reſt > 
-Shall he, I ſay, dream on, while the ſtatv'd Troops ; 
„Lie cold and waking in the Winter Camp; | 
And like pin'd Birds, for want of ſuſtenance, 
Feed on the Haws and Berries of the Fields 1 
O temper! temper me ! ye gracious Gods ! 
Give to my Hand forbearance, to my Heart 7 
Its conſtant Loyalty! I would but ſhake him, 
Rouze him a little from this Death of Honour, 5 
And ſhew him what he ſhould be. 
| Theo. You accuſe me, 
As if I were ſome Monſter, moſt anheard of : 
Firſt, as the Ruin of the Army, A 
Of taking your Commiſſion: But, by Har's D, 
I ſwear, Q Marcinn ! this [ never did 
Nor ere intended it: Nor ſay I this 
To alter thy ſtern uſage; for with walt 
Thou haſt ſaid, and done, and open to ay. remembrance, 
:I grow already weary of my life, 
Marc. My Lord, I take your word: you do not kiow 


The wounds which rage within your Country s Bowels: 


The horrid uſage of the ſuff ring Soldier: 


4 
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That act theſe Crimes; who but your I to blame 25 
Of Marciar's honeſty, how. eber degraded: 
I thank vou. for my baniſhment! but alas! 

My loſs is little to what ſoon will follow r; 


Reflect but on your ſelf and your on 2 
Let not this Lethargy for ever hold you 


Through all the armed Holt, you would have thought 


And all the Gods were angry. 


Thy doing. O ſupport me, noble Marcian! 


1 offer thee my Breaſt, with my laſt Breath, 
I'll thank thee too, if now thou draw'ſt my Blood. 


Bur *ris too late 


0 Lucius, — have Sone too far; "hut lee, 


Te Face of * 


But why nn not our Theodofins know, 
If you intruſt the Government to others 


Be witneſs, ye Gods! of my plain N 


*Twas rumour'd through the City that you lov d: 


That your Eſpouſals ſhould be ſolemniz j 
When on à ſudden here you ſend your Orders 
That this bright Favourite, the loy* Q Eudoſia, a. 

Should loſe her Head. 


Theo. O Heav'n, and Earth! What fay'ft chow,” 


That 1 have ſeal'd the Death of my Erdo/ra ? 


Marc, Tis your.own Hand and Signet: Yet I ſwear,” . 


Tho you have giv'n to Female Hands your 05 


And therefore I, as well as the whole Army, 


For ever ought. to curſe all Woman kind; 
Vet when the Virgin came, as ſhe was doom d, 


And on the Scaffold, for that purpoſe rais'd, 
Without the Walls appear d before the Army ! 
Theo. What, on a Scaffold! ha, before the Aeeny * 
Marc. How quickly was the Tide of Fury turn'd ! 


To ſoft Compaſſion and relenting Tears: But when the % 
Sever'd the brighteſt Beauty of the Earth 
From that fair Body, had you heard the groan, 


Which like a peal of diſtant Thunder, ran 


By the immediate Darkneſs chat fell round us, 
Whole Nature was concern'd at ſuch a Suff "ring, 


_ Theo. O Pulcheria! 
Cruel ambitious Siſter, this 980 be 


Now, now's the time, if thou dar'ſt ſtrike; behold 


Were I to live, thy Councel ſhall direct me; 


[He fwoong 
Marc: He faints ! what, 102 there, Lucius! [Emer Lucius. 


My Lord, the Emperour, Eudefia a lives; 
She's here. or will be in a minute, moment, 
Quick as a thought ſhe calls you tothe Temple. c 


_— 


on e DOSTUS: r, is cc 


| He breaths again Eudaſia has awakd bim. 
Theo. Did you not name Eudaſie Wee 
Marc. Les, ſhe lives; 


I did bur feign the tory of. her Death, 


' To find how near you plac d her to your BY 
And may the Gods rain all their Plagues upon me, 
If ever I rebuke you thus again: 


Let tis moſt certain, that you fign'd her Death, 


Not knowing what the wiſe Pulcheria offer d, 


- Who left it in my Hand to ſtartle you: 
But by. my Life 250 Fame, I did not think _ 
It would have toucht your Life. O pardonmel 
Dear Prince, my Lord, my Emp'rour! Royal Maſter! l 

_  Droop not becauſe 1 utter'd {ome rah Words 
And was a mad Man—— by th Immortal Gods! 
I love you as my Soul: what e'et. I ſaidd. 
My thoughts were otherwiſe; believe theſe Tears | 
8 Which de not uſe to flow; all ſhall be well: 
I ſxear chat there are Seeds in that ſweet Temper, 

To attone for all the Crimes in this bad Age. 


Theo. 1 thank thee-diall for u . 


What, but my Love, could have call'd back that Life 
” Which thou haſt made me hate? But dh, op = wi Fol 


*Twas hard, dear Marcian, very hard from thee, 


From him [ ever reverenc'd as my Father, _ 
| To hear ſe harſh..a Meſſage but no more: 


We are Friends: Thy Hand: ; Nay, if thou wile" not riſe, 


And let me fold my Arms about thy Neck, 


ll not believe thy Love! In this forgive me. 
Firſt let me wed . Eaduſia, and we'll out; 
We will, my General, and make amends 


For all thats paſt: Glory and Arms ye call, 
And Marcian leads me on — 


Marc. Let her not reſt then, 


Eſpouſe her ſtraight; III ſtrike you at a nent; tte 
May this great humour get large growth within you, 
And be encourag d by the emboldning Gods, 
O what a fight will this be to the Soldier, 
Jo ſee me bring you dreſt in ſhining Armour, 
_ To Head the ſhouting Squadrons— 0 ye Gods! 
 Methinks Thear the echoing Cries of Toy j | 
The ſound of Trumpets, and the beat of Drums. 
I ſee each ſtarving Soldier bound from Earth, _ 
As if ſome God by Miracle had rais'd him, 
And with beholding you grow fat again. 


— but gazing Eyes, and opening Mouths; 
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| Cheeks red with Joy, and lifted-1 
Some wiping the glad Tears that trickle down 
With broken I's, and with ſobbing Raptures, 
Crying to Arms: He's come! Our Emp'rour's come 


Il find a Match for thee too &er I reſt, 
To make thee love me. For when thou art with me 
Im ſtrong and well; but when thou art gone, Iam nothing, 


I cannot ſee a Prince, whom once I lov'd, 
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bout you: 


To win the World. Why is not this far better 
Than lolling in a Lady's lap, and ſleeping 
Faſting, or praying? Come, come, you ſhall be merry 


And for Eudaſia, ſhe is yours already: — 
| Marcian has ſaid it, Sir, ſheſhall be yours. b 


Theo. O Marcian! oh my Brother! Father! all : . 


Thou beſt of Friends, moſt faithful Counſellor, 


33 ma Athenais, meeting Theodoſius. 
Theo. Alas! Eudoſia, tell me what to ſay; 


For my full Heart can ſcarce bring forth a word 
Of that which I have ſworn to ſee perform d. 


Athen. 1 am perfectly obedient to your pleaſure. 
Theo. Well, then I come to tell thee, that Varunes 


Of all mankind is neareſt to my Heart 
I love him, dear Eudaſia; and to prove 


That Love on trial, all my Blood's too little; 


Ev'n thee, if I were ſure to die this moment, 
(As Heav'n alone can tell how far my Fate 
Is off!) O thou my Soul's moſt tender Joy, 


With my laſt Breath I would bequeath him the. 
Athen. Then you are pleas d, my Lord, to yield me to him. 
Theo, No, my Eudaſia; no, I will not yield thee, 


While I have Life; for Worlds I will not yield thee: 
Vet, thus far I am engag d to let thee know, 
He loves thee, Athenais, more than ever. 


He languiſhes, deſpairs, and dies like me; 


And I have paſt my word that he ſhall ſee thee. 


Athen. Ah, Sir, what have you done againſt your ſelf. 
And me? Why have you paſt your fatal word? 
Why will you truſt me, who am now afraid 


To rruſt my ſelf? Why do you leave me naked 


To an aſſault, who had made proof my Vertue, _ 
With this ſure Guard, never to ſee him more. 
For, oh with trembling Agonies I ſpeak it, 


Bath in his Grief, and gaſping at my Feet, 


In all the violent Trances of Deſpair, 


— 


Without a ſorrow, that perhaps ny end me. 


— — 
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46 THEODOSIUS: Or, 
Theo. O ye ſexerer Powers IL too cruel N N 

Did ever Love tread ſuch a maze before? * 

Yet, At henais, ſtill U truſt thy Vertue; 

But if thy bleeding Heart cannot refrain, 


Give, give thy ſelf away ; yer ſtill remember, 
| That moment Theodaſi. 4s is no more 


Ex. Theo. ah Attic. rule. Leon — 
Atben. Now glory ! now, if ever thou didſt work | 
In Woman's Mind, aſſiſt me- Oh my Heart, 


Why doſt thou throb, as if thou wer't a breaking 1 
Down, down, I ſay, think on thy Injuries, _ 

Thy wrongs ! thy wrongs. Tis well my be are dry, 
And all within my Boſom now is word 


Enter Varanes tearing on ; Aranthes, | 


Ha! is this he! or ist ee Ghoſt * 
He looks as if he had beſpoke his Grave, 5 
Trembling and pale; I muſt not dare to view bim, 
For oh I feel his melancholy here, 
And fear I ſhall too ſoon — his 1 1 

Vara. Thus to the angry Gods offending Morals, 
Made ſerfible by ſome ſevere Afiition, - - 
How all their Crimes are regiſtred in Re 

In that nice Court, how no raſh word eſcapes, 
But ev'n extravagant Thoughts are all ſet down: role 145i oh 
Thus the poor penitents wich fear approach 13 C4852 
The Reverend Shrines, and thus for Mercy bow; 5 [Keele 1413 
Thus melting too, they wall thehallaned! Fauth. N 5 
And. groan to be forgiven =—— I vr: DHA SAY. 
O Empreſs! O Eudaſia! ſuch you are ben, 1 5 13760 Tide 
Theſe are your Titles, and I muſt nor dare ils 1 
Ever to call you Athenais more. 

Atben. Riſe, riſe, my Lord, Jet: me intreat you riſe, 
] will not hear you in that humble Poſture: 
Riſe, or I muſt. withdraw=——The World will blu 
For you and me, ſhould it behold. a Prince, 1 | avert e 
Sprung from Immortal Cyrus, on his Knees . int wo? 
Before the Daughter of a poor Tnloſopher. U S1, 

Vara. Tis juſt, you xighteous Gods ! my Doomis juft 3410 
Nor will I ſtrive to deprecate her Anger. 
If poſſible, III aggravate my Crimes. 
That ſhe may rage till-ſhe has brake my beat: Ts 
For all Lnow defire; and let the GO _ 
Thoſe cruel Gods that Joyn to my und ng; If 
Dy: Witnelſes to this unnatural Wa 


— 1 oa 


218 


e 


1s to fall Lead whit a Wound before her, | 3 
| Methinks theſe Robes, my Delia, are too heavy. I! 


1s then the Nature of my 
That when I come to take my eternal leave, 
You'll not vouchſafe to view me? This is ſcorn, 
Which the fair Soul of gentle Arhenais, 
Would ne'er have harbour d ——_— 


| Shall hold as faſt as now your Wiſhes form him, 
Give me a patient hearing; for however 

I talk of Death, and ſeem to loath my Life, 
I would deliberate with my Fate a while, 


I thank you, Madam, that on any terms 
| You condeſcend to hear me—— © cry 
Know then, Eudoſia. Ah, rather let me call thee 
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Athen. O ye known ſounds ! But T muſt fteel my Soul. 


Vara. Not worth a word A look, nor one regard 5 
Fault ſo hainous, 895 


O, for the ſake of him, whom you ere-long. 


With ſratching Glances eye thee to the haſt; 
Pauſe oer a loſs like that of Athenais. þ 


And parley with my ruine. 


Athen. Speak, my Lord; SAVES I, 


To hear you is the Eipercts Command ; Vi \ 
And for that Cauſe I readily obey. ra DE it 


Vara. The Emperour, the eue Commant ö 
And for that Cauſe ſhe readily obeys. Ss | 


By the lovd Name of Athenais ſtill; 


That Name that I ſo often have ino! 
And which was once auſpicious to my Vows ;- 
So oft at Midnight figh'd amongſt the Groves, y 
The Rivers murmur and the Eccho's burden, 
Which every Bird could fing, and Wind did bear! 
Buy that dear Name, I make this Proteſtation, 
5 By all that's good on Earth, or bleſt in Heav'n, 


I ſwear I love thee more, far more than ever, 


With conſcious Bluſhes too! Here, help me, Gods! | 


Help me to tell her, tho' to my Confu 3 


And everlaſting Shame; yet I muſt tell herr, 
I lay the Per an Crown before her Feet. 


Athen. My Lord, I thank you, and to expres thoſe thanks, 
As nobly as you offer *Em, I return 4 5 3 
The gift you make; nor will I now upbraid you 2. | 
With the Example of the t 
Not but I know tis that that draws you on, 


Thus to deſcend beneath your Majeſty; 
And ſwell the Daughter of a poor Proper 


. With hopes of being great, 


G 2 ——— 


＋ 


4s THEODOSKUS: 0% 


Para. Ah, Madam! ah, you wrong me; by the ! FER 
I had repented er | knew the Emp'rour—_ _ | _ ;; q % 
Athen. You find perhaps, too 25k that ee 10 
However ſlighted for her Birth and Fortune, 
Has ſomething in her Perſon, and her Vertue, 
Worth the Regard of Emperours themſelves; EST reds 
And, to return the Comp nt en E 
My Father, Leontine, that poor Philoſopher, © 
© Whoſe utmoſt Glory is to have been your Tutor EW 
I here proteſt, by Vertue, and b Glory, in 
I {wear by Heav'n and all the Pow'rs ie © IE 
The abandon'd Daughter of. that poor old Man- 7 5 
Shall ne'er be ſeared on the Throne r 87 1 
Vara. O Death to all my Hopes] what haſt thou dom? I 
To turn me wild! Akcurfed 19 75 Cyrus, 2 x: 
Would thou hadſt been ofergurn'd and laid in Duſt, 5 4 
His Crown. too Thunder-ſtruck. My Father, all, 5 
The Per/ian Race, like poor Darius, ruin; . . 4 Mk. - 
Plotted, and ſwept for ever from the Worl Woo co <= MT 
When firſt Ambition blaſted thy Remembrance 55 
Alben. O Heay'n! N baſe Affront 1 
Odſtter'd by this proud Man] a Wrong RE. 43.9 7 
It is remov d beyond all hope N 
He had defign'd to bribe my ather Verte. b 
And by unlawful means 1A NV a3 55 
Fly from my fight, left1 become 4 Fun : IE te 15 colh 
And break thoſe Rules of Temperance I Ppt d „ ö 
Fly, fly, Varazes! fly this ſacred place des Foe 
Where Vertue and Religion are p l Bo GA 
This City will not harbour Infidels, - _ -... gh ad giub 21% Tt 
Tray tors to Chaſtity, Hcentious Princes; 0 Att wes Au 
 Be:gone, I fay, thou canſt not here be ſafe, 5 
Fly to Imperial Libertines abroad; ee 3 75 
In foreign Courts thou'lt find a thouſand Beauties 5 
That will comply for. Gold, tor Gold he oa Weep, r 
For Gold be — as Athenais was; „ 
And charm thee ftill as if they lor d indeed. F Inn Leg 
Thow'lt find enough Companions too for Riot; 25 TH EO TROY, 
- Lamuriang all, and;Royalas thy fel. 
_ Tho! thy loud Vices ſhould reſound. to Heavy” n, . 
Art thou not gonę yer? ER IEC Dh: 
Vara, No, lam charm'd to hear your- VVV 
O om my Soul I do confeſs my ſelf 85 ieee 
The yery blot of Honour; Jam: more pick es 
Than thou, in all thy Heat of juſt Revenge, . 2 B 
. all thy glorious isdn  canſt make 7 me. ; 
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Tis ſaid, that from my. Vouth I have been — 

5 Cholerick, and hog, but let the Gods now judge - 
By my laſt wiſn, if ever patient Man 3 „ 
Did calmly bear ſo. great a loſs as mine J 


Thy arm, Arant bes, O farewell 8 5 


De Fre Of Laps N 


Athen. Away, Varanes. „ ee ta 
Vara. Yes, Madam, I am going T0 25 0 e 


Nay, by che Gods, I dp not ask thee: pardon: 9 + 
Nor While I live will A implore thy mercy : 
But when I am dead, if as thou doſt return, © 
With happy Theodaſh ms from the Temple, , - _ 
If as thou go'ſt in Triumph through the Streets, 1 
Thou chance to meet the cold Varanes „ . 
Born by his Friends to; his Eternal home; 
Stop then, O Azhenais! and behold me; - 
Say as thou hang ſt about the Emp'rour's Neck, 


Alas! my Lord, this ſight is worth our * 


If to thoſe pitying words, thou add a Tear, 
Or give one parting groan—If poſſihle. 
If the good Gods will grant my Soul the e = 
7 Pl leave my Shrowd, and wake from Death to thank thee; 7 


Athen. He ſhakes 1 my reſolution from the n 


My bleeding Heart too ſpeaks in bis behalf, 
And ſays my Vertue has been too ſevere. 


Vara. Farewell! O Empreſs: Noz; A Athenais, nor 


= 1 will not call thee by that tender- Name. SE. 
_ Since cold deſpair begins to freeze my Boſom,- 


And all my Pow'rs are now refolv'd on Death. 


Since tis ſo doom d, by Fate you mult be welded, 
For your on Peace, when J am laid in Earth, 
Forget that e're Varanes had a Being 

Turn all your Soul to Theodoſius Boſorn : 

Continue Gods their Days, and make em long: 

Lucina walt upon their fruitful Hymen, 

And many Children, beauteous as the Mother, 

And pious as the Father, make. nene 0 
Alben. O Heav'ns b 10 ST X37 ie x 
Vara. Farewell—Plt: trouble: you. no more: 

The malady that's lodg'd. within grows ſtronger ; 1 26 


I feel the ſhock of my approaching Fate: ONT (es Tye 


My Heart too trembles at his diftant march  - 15 
Nor can J utter more, if you ſhonl'd ask me. 


At ben. Varanes, ſtay, and ere you 57 ever, 


Let me unfold my Heart 


Vara. O Athenats! | 1 
"bar küren dk en i in Aore TI 
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Todd te what I ſuffer e 85 KF} 7 a eg 

ö Athen. Since it is doom d e 25 of SAT 
That we muſt part, let's part as Lovers won, OZ e YO de 


Is thoſe that have lov'd long,” and loy'd well. 
ura. Art thou ſo good O Athenais, oh tt 
Aiben. Firſt from my Soul I pity an forgive you 


1 pardon you that hafty lirtle Errour; Mog oi en 1: 
Which yet has been the cauſe of both our webe mY 07 nE on 
And let this ſorrow witneſs for my Heart, Die?! = 7 yd tes 

Tz How eagerly I wiſh-ir had not been, . 


And ſincè I cannot 85 85 take it all. ae 0017 264 

Take all the Love, O Prince, I erer dete vou: £107 eee ee 

Or, it is poſſible, Ill give you: more; 7 oy 7 Stor 07 } 

Your noble Carriage. forces this unftmon! 1 

I rage! I burn! I bleed ! Tdie for Love: Eng”), 5 270 DOOR 9133 T6 FE 

I am diſtracted with this World of Paſpon. ane T5 : 
Vara. Gods! cruel Gods! take weer 1 Wige you, þ S J 
Alben. Alas! my Lord my weaker tender Sex th 

Has not your manly Patience; cannot curb N10 v 

This Fury in; therefore I let iy looſe; 

- Spite . my rigid Duty, 1 775 ob 25 

Wich all the dearneſs of a dy A 

Farewell moſt lovely, and mark Io of Men, of CIO) 

Why comes this dying paleneſs oer thy Face? gn 

Why wapder thus thy Eyes? Why doſt thou "FTP 

As if the fatal weight of Death were oh thee? Moe 
Para. Speak yet a little more; For, by'the Gols? | 

And as prize thoſe bleſſed Davey moments, = 

I ſwear, O Athenais! all is well! N 


Mt O never better! SHINE 
Atiben. 1doubt thee, dear Mala; N «7H 
CT . - Yet, if thou dy'ſt, 1. ſhall not long be from ther” 
Once more farewell, and take theſe laſt Embraces, gb 
Oh! I could cruſh him to my Heart! Farewel ; 

And as a dying pledge of my laſt Love, 1 
Take this, which all thy Pray'rs could never Charts; ; 
What have I done ? oh lead me, lead me, Delia! 

| Ah, Prince farewel! Angels protect and guard thee. 

. Vard. Turn back! O Athenais! and behold me! E 
UNHear my laſt words, and then farewell for ever: 

Thou haſt undone me more by this confeſſionn: 

- You ſay, you ſwear, you love me more than ever; 5 
Jet, I muſt ſee you mary d to another: 

Can there be an Plague or Hell like this? 

O Athenais ! Whither ſhall I turn me? 


*. You. haye brought me back to > life; but, oh, what life J 


* . 


ET os 75 


To a Life more terrible than a thouſand Deaths, 
Like one that had been buried in 1 Tae : 1 
With racking ſtarts, he wakes and gazes round, Di 
Fored by deſpair his whirling Limbs to wound, 785 
And bellow like a Spirit under ground. 
Still urg'd by Fate, to turn, to toſs, and rave, 


n Uaſh'd, and broken | in the Grave. arab ou 5 
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Arherais 2 in Tnperial Rolls: and C rd, 4 Table ib 
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Athen. - Midas ht Marriage! muſt to the Net 

But ſo thou ſay'ſt my Father has commanded; IE 
And that's Almighty Reaſon. AOL ASI LA, 
Delia. Th'Emperour in compaſſion to the Prince, . 2 1 

WhO would, perhaps, fly to extravagance, e 

Ik he in publick {hould reſolve to eſpoufe you, TN 

_ Contriv'd by this cloſe Marriage to deceive him. .. 

Athen. Go fetch chy Lute, and fingthoſe' Lines I. Saus mne 

So, now I am alone, yet my Soul ſhakes ; 

For where this dreadful Draught may carry me, Wh 750 

The Heav*ns can only tell; yet I am refotv'd L 

To drink it off in ſpight of Conſequence, - 

Whiſner him, O fome Angel! what Jam doing; Neb 

By ſympathy of Soul ler him too tremble, 9515 

To hear my wondrous Faith, my wondrous Love, 

Whoſe Spirit not content with an Ovation, 

Of lingring Fate, with Triumph thus reſolv "< 
Thus in the rapid Charior of the Soul ; 

To mount aud dare as never Woman Ar! 

Tis done, haſte, Pelia, haſte come yt 8107 1 Lute, Ofints 

And fing my waftage to imtiior tat Joys, © t! 

Ms cannot but ſmile at Pn bravery, " Wy n 


Thus from my loweſt Fortune rais d to Empire, 
Crown'd and adornd wotſhipt hy k alf the Earth 
While a young Monaten dies Fr my kg fy 
Yet now to wave the Gloties0f 
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My Venue ſure has che 1 
_ And NNN out. gane Exam pls ef! > 


Thus, 1 the Murderers hour? Tis wond'rous ſtrange ! 
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45 Cruel bloody Bite, 2 . Eph 5 12 | 
What canſt thou now do more 2 „ 
Alas, *tis all tod late, 9 5 I IB 0 125 
Pnhilander ro VVV 
Why ſhoald the Heavenly Powers + pi wal 
... .. Poor Mortals to believe, s. ee 
That they guard us here, . 
And reward us there; 2 e 
Ve all our Toys deceive + 2 8 


F; 


= 


Hp Ponyard then "he 6 5 
And held it in her Hand; : 
And with a dying look, bs 
yd, thus I Fate command: eo 


- Philander | Ab my Love I come, . 8 
Io meet thy ſhade below, © 
A, I come, ſhe. cry'd, 11 
"With a Wound ſo wide, 0 . 
"There needs 10 ſecond ow: phy 85 „ 


IA Purple Waves her nid 
Ran ſtreaming down t Flr, 
. Uamov'd ſhe ſaw. the Flood, 
And bleſt her oying ng hour 


x Philander! Ab, Philander ! Still 


The bleeding Phillis 98 

he wept a while, _ 
And fred a ſme; 

[Then clos'd ber E yes and Fu 


Ran Pulcheria, 
Puleb. How fares my dear Eudoſia? Ha, 816 look'ſt, 


Or elſe the Tapers cheat my fight, like one 


That's fitter for thy Tomb than Cz 1 — 8 8 
A fatal Sorrow dims thy ſhaded 
And in deſpite of all thy Gren, 


FF 


Athen. And what's the puniſhment wy dear Pulcheria ? 


What Torments are allotted thoſe ſad Spiri 


Who groaning with the burden of Deſpai 1 5. 
No longer will endure the Cares of L 
But boldly ſet themſelves at liberty, 


Through the dark Caves of Death to wander on, 


— 


© ab} 


2 Father too attends. | a 
Hoot olgy egi 15 hog 0; 299704 e Pi 


©? The ict bf ide: 1 > 
Like wilded Travellers without a Guide, 2 

Eternal Rovers in the gloomy Mae. 

Where ſcarce the Twi-light f an Infant Moon, 

By a faint Glimmer checkering thiough che Trees, 


Reflects to diſmal view the walking Ghoſts, 


And never hope to Teacti the:bleſſil Fields gibt 2; r. 
Pulch. No more o' that, Arricusm fh. Welte er 15 


But ſee, he — the:Ermpavuy, en Eur of 35 11 1d 6 


47 Fant | int cory 
re 817 { {it UNIT: it 101 E iB. 4 16 5 . 
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13 ö Atticus, c. 


Leoni. Come, Athennis Ha, What adw: ett ati: 92 1 | 
O fall of Honour, but no more charge thee, * %% 8 0 Si 445. 
I charge thee, as thou ever hopiſt my F465 
Or fear'{t my Curſe, to baniflyfrongrhyiSoul .- 


All 18 5 11 poſſible; the Memo 


Of that ungrateful Prince that has undone thee. U ATE. . 
Attend me to the Temple on this Inſtant, - 1 J i 
Jo make the Emperous thine; nis Night to wed him, 


And lie within his Arms. e oY 7 
Athen. Yes, Sir, II Ro.. ed! 8 


Let me but dry my Eyes, and 1 will 805 Nee eee 
Eudaſia, this unhappy Bride ſhall go. Tat 

Thus like a Victim crowd and doom's 61 blood, 
ll wait you to the Altar, wed the 
And if hepteales; lie within his Arms. 


. Leont. Thou art my Child agen. 
Athen. But do not, Sir, nn thar any Chains, 


. Or Threatnings ſhall compel me: 5 
Never to think of poor Varanes more: „05 58 


No, my Varanes : No- 


While I have Breath, I will remenibes Wees 10 JO e 


To thee alone I will my Thoughts confines! ' > - 


And all my Meditations ſhall be thine: fly & + Or | 


The Image of thy Woes my Soul ſhall fill, 


Fate and my End, and thy Rermbnbrance Ml; 


As in ſome Pop' lar Shade the Ni. hringale, 


With piercing Moans does her loſt Loung dena, 


Which the rough Hind, obſerving as they lay 
Warm in their Downy Neſt, had ſtoln away, 


Sings all the Night, tho all her Songs are vain, 
And ſtill renews 1 miſerable ſttainn 
So my Varanes, till my Death comes on, 


But ſhe in mournful Sounds does Rill complain, | a Pi mW 
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Shall {lad Eudoſii a thy dear Lois bemoan; be. Athens Attics 
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now gandyQecdaby the Gener 
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Ener Varanes... x 
Vare. "Tis Night, dead Night, and weary Nature lies - 


80 faſt, as if ſhe never were to riſe: PIO 
No brearh of Wind now whiſpers through the Trees nl 
No noiſe at Land, nor murmur in the Seas; 51434488 


Lean Wolves forget to howl at Night's pale Noon, .. 


No wakeful Dogs bark at the ſilent Moon: „ 
Nor bay the Ghaſts that glide with; Horror . | 
Io view the Caverns A their Bodies lie, 
The Ravens perch, and no Preſages give; 28 
Nor to the Windows of the dying cle vr e. 
The Owls forget to ſcream, no midnight ſound 4 
Calls drowſie Echo from the hollow ground 


12 * 


In Vaults the walking Fires extinguiſnt lie; 


The Stars, Heavens Centry, wink and ſeem to die. bor 410 
Such univerſal Silence ſpreads below, 1 
Through the vaſt Shades where I am n doc to. IP 7 — 


Nor ſhall 1 need a Violence to wound: 


T he Storm is here that drives me on the Ground, 
ure means to make the Soul and Body ”_ 
A hurning Fever, and a broken + 


What, hoa, Aram bes“ 3 | [Enter le 
1 ſen thee to the Apartment- of -- 


Aubengis ! I ſenx thee, did I not, to Re admitted? a 55 * A 


Aran. You did, my Lord; but Odo. 10 


Para. Alas! 


Aranthes, Lam 200 on the other fle 100 
Of this bad World; and now am paſt all foan: +41: .3 
O ye avenging Gods, is there a Plague 
Among your hoarded Bolts and heaps of Vengeance % 

Beyond the mighty =. of Athenais? 2 
Tis contradiction, ſpea 


then. ſpeak, Aramtbe. - 2 T6 © 
Fot all misfortunes, if compar d with that, 7 


. Will make Varanes ſmile—— 


 Ararth, My Lord, the Empreſs ,. 


Crown d and adorn'd » with the Imperial 3 
At this dead time of Night with filent Pomp, 
-» they deſi 115 nd from all to keep it ſectet, 

U 


But chiefly ſure from you ; I ſa 


* „„ = | 


Atticus and her Father, to che Temple 
There to eſpouſe th Emperor, Theo ove, 

Vara. Say'ſt thou? Is certain! hah, 

Arant. Moſt ceftain, Sir, I ſaw em in proceſſion.” 
Vara. Give me thy Sword, malicious Fate! O Fortune? 
O giddy Chance! O turn of Love and Greatneſs! . 
Marry'd! She has kept her Promiſe now indeed; 


— a & her pointed ame and nice Revenge, 


Have reach'd their end. No Arant hes! No! 
I will not ſtay the lazy Execution 
Of a flow Fever: Give me thy Hand, and fovear 
By all the Love and Duty that thou owime, 
To obſerve the laſt Commands that Hhall give ther; ; 
Stir not againſtmy purpoſe, as thou fear'ſt . 
My Anger and Piſdain; Nor dare to oppoſe me 
With troubleſome unneceſſary formal Reaſons; | 
For what my Thought has Joon, my Hand ſhall ſeal, 
I charge thee hold it ſtedfaſt to my Heart, Ns 
Firxt as the Fate tbat throws me on the Point. 
Tho' I have livd a Perſian, Iwill fall 8 
As fair, as fearleſs, and as full reſolvd 
As any Greek or Raman of em all. 
Aranth. What you command is unt but ſacred, 
0 And to atone for this too cruel At, WED 
My Fo 45 follow you ; 
harge thee . 
8 But ou I am py Foe: take the annealing Slaves, 
And bear me, with my Blood aiſtilling down, 
- Streight to the Temple; lay me, O Aranthes 
Ku my cold Coarſe at Athenait's Feet, © 
nd fay, O why, why, do my Eyes run o'er ! 
Say wick ry my lateſt Gaſp I groan'd for Pardon. 
SD Ju here my Friend, hold falt, and fix the Sword; 
I feel the Artery, where the Life-Blood lies; 
It heaves againſt the Point Now, O ye Gods, 
If for the greatly wretched you have toom, 
' Prepare my place, for dauntleſs lo I come! 
The force of Love thus makes the Mortal Wound, | 
And Athenais ſends me to the Ground. | {IK ills hinſelf. 
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From your own Mouth; Now, in the Name of . 5 19 wh 


But, as the Gods ordain d it, I'havelofl, 


Be Witnefles how much L honeur ou FN 


But my laſt words ſhould here proteſt the Truth? 
Know-. then, Imperial Princeſs, matchleſs Woman, 
Since firſt you caſt your Eyes upon my meanneſs, 


TH quem Or, 


id 818 ate 231 — 1 7 Rh 78 T's ITO anti 

85 8 E N E III. — 1 Kere Hale 4 le. not 4 
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Enter Pulcheria ard. POT one Poor, > Mins cus 
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--Þ ul ch. Took K Fils * ihe erde e en bene * Abt 
7. tO my wiſh, [ muſt no longer. oſe him; = T7 1 44] 09 32 140 5 
Leſt ke ſhould leave the Court indeed :;he los 1 
As if ſome mighty ſecret work'd, within him.. 
And labour'd for a Vent; inſpirę me Woman, 2 = In 


Thar what my Soul deſires above the World, br. 518 106 
lay ſeem impcs d and tom d on my; Aﬀfaftions>+- ad Edo of 


Luc. 1 ſay the Toves you, and Ahe Hays to. at); 26 701 4747 


The Gods at once, my. Logd, why are you lent 2 n 
Take heed, Sir, ! mark * ORE. ppoxtunity 56 01 If 4 Ty Vis —_— 105 


For if the NR lays it in our e 2! 714 blot Saft giro 
And you over. ſee it, ſhe s left f ever: oils 3nd 916 25 11 


Marc. Madam, come to mke my etermaLJeare, . = overt F 1 ON 
Your Doom bas bar iſht me, and I by 7?/˖ 7 ae x 


The Court and I ſhake Hands, and now. Me part, / „ were 
Never to ſee each other more; theſagmtks: Huy ini TT aun 
Where I was born, and bred + Gentleman: big 05 « 17 TIS: 
No more, till your illuſtrious Baunty..zaig'd: mt 1 11 i krÞF i. 
And drew. the Earth-torn Vapour to the Clouds ; 41 Tenn] 
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I know not how, through Ignorance, . your Grace: t Ae 159d td 
And now the Exhalation or my (Glory + #f ; viqmT 267 01 a 
Is quite conſum'd and ati Air. K 15 515 09 D405 y 
Puleh. Proceed, si- 5.14 vm Ob ol ads 0+ 


Marc. Vet let thoſe Gods that deon d itte, 


3 
N x 


Thus, worſhipping, I ſweartby. your bright fa,” oth 1 ly 1 
| leave this intatnoys/Court-with-more-content - vr. 231690 11 


Than Fools and Flatterers Jeck in eee, 2 3-H. 
I cannot go if ſtill your. hate purſdes me pak 0 none yon irg zt 


hy ? WS A 


Yes, i declare it is TthpþoMAl&, -.'5 22olom 2.1 2 >] To 010 
To go to Baniſiment without your. . Wy 3 
Pulch. You have it, Marcian; is there * 77 le 
Thar you would ſpeak, for Jam tree to hear? 
Marc. Since I ſhall never ſee you more, what hindcrs 


Even till you rais'd me to my envy'd height, 


a - <= —_ oy = MN... x — * a 
. * n WT OED WIA vf £74000 thee et as > SRD I Heros 9th A ABS vs 
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I have in ſecret — d n erer erg e es not drs | 
Pulch. Is this Marcian £: vr! actes 0 '1 

Marc. You frown I. but Lam ſtili prepard for all F 

I fay I lov'd you, apd 1 love you ſtill, 65, | | 
More than my Life, and equal to my Glory; ; RIS i} 
® Methinks the warring Spirit thatipſpires 1 
This Frame, rhe very Genius of Ar, 329 74 5 9.0 a57- 
That makes me talk without the fear of Death, PLE TIO.) — 
And drives my daring Soul to acts of Honour... 1 
Flames in your Eyes | Our Thoughts too are a kin, eg — 
Ambitious, fierce, and burn alike for Glory: e LET 8 
Now, by the Gods, I. loved yon in your Fur, 1 
In all the Thunder that quite xiy*>&; myrhopes; ” t 5 55 jog e 1 

I lov'd you moſt, evn when yeu did deliroy me. 
Madam, I've. poke my Heart, and coud ſuy mote, b 


But that I ſee it grieves you, your high Blood CEE ES — 
Frets at the Arrogance and ſawey Pride Ts | 1 
Of this bold Vagabond: may the Gods re me; : 1 
Farewell; a worthier General may ſucceed me; b 
But none more faithful te the Sa Intereſt, 4 
Than him you are pleas d to call the Traytor, ä N _— 
Puleb. Come back, you have ſubtilly Raydl your parti il. de:d „ 
For firlt th Emperour WBhom vou lately ſchool'd, 15 


| Reſtores you your Commiſſion ; next commands you, TL 0 
As youre a Subject not te leave the Court. wi 3 
Next, but oh Heavn] which way thall'l expreſs - ET 1 
His cruel Pleaſure, he that is. o mild a ne "= 
In all things elſe, yet, obſtinate in this, R 4 
Fpite of my Teats, my Birth, and my Diſtlain, „ is 
Commands me, as I dread his high Difpleafure, 3 4 
Oo Alara to receive you as my Husband. 6 eee, 4 
Marc. Ha, Lucius ! what, what does my Fats hood AD it 
Thc Purſue her, Sir, tis 28 J laid, the yields, ne ON. C 
And rages that you follow her uo faſter WES 4 
Pulch, Is then at laſt my.great: D «159 ne bod. ( 
And my intruſted Pow?s, dedlin d to this ::: ð i 4 
Yer oh my Fate, what way can avoid ir! DCA TA VELO 4 
He charg'd me ſtreight to wail him tothe Temples n LOND 1 
Ard there reſolve ! oh Marcian/ on this Marriage. e 14 
| Now generous Soldier, as you're truly „„ ja 
O help me forth, loft in this Labyrinthg! 5 2905 2 li 
Help me ien ue wen deen Gor din Knot,- * OD TEL, 
And make me and;your falf for ver pp. is 9a £296 i 
Marc. Wii I if peak as rie WI c ang 
And as a Soldier ought, _ ,,, DO OTE COLE N96 GG 
To help this Knot 1 is yet. te e ird AE eee 
2 1 | Siuce 


\THEODOSTUS: 0, 


Since then the Emperor has reſoly'd you mine, | 
For which I will for ever thank the G 
Arnd make this Holy. day throughout my Life, 
I take him at his word, and claim his promiſe, 
The Empire of the World ſhall not redeem vou. 
. weep not, Madam, though my Outſſdes rough, 
Vet, by thoſe: Eyes, your Soldier has a Heart 
| Compathionate and tender as a Virgins 
'- Eynnow it bleeds to ſee thoſe falling Sorrows, 
Perhaps this Grief may move the Emperour 
To a Kepentance! Come then to the Tryal; 
For by my Arms, my Life, and dearer Heneur, 
If you go back when given me by his Hand, 

In diſtant Wars my Fate will deplore, 


And Harcian 's:Name ſhall ne or-be heard. of more. 


= c EN E the Temple. 


+ Theodofius, Abo Atticus joyning their Hands — ) arcian, 1 


- Pulcheria, N J ulia, Delia, Nei Leontine. 


Artic. The more than Gondian Knot i is mA, 50 


TVbich Death's ſtrong Arm ſhatl ne er divide 
For when 10-bliſs ye waſted are, 


Dur Spirits ſhall be wedded «wv 
- Waters are loſt, and Fires will die; 3 
5 But Love alone can Fate defic. 


+ Emer Acanthes with the Body of v aranes. 


Arant. Where is the Empreſs: ? Where ſhall [ find E wif 4 


By Fate I am ſent to tell that cruel Beauty, 


: She has rob'd the World of Fame; her Eyes have g giv n 


A blaſt to the big Bloſſom of the War; 
Behold him there nipt in his flowry Morn, 
Compell'd to break his promiſe of a Day; 
A Day that Conqueſt would have made her Boaſt; 
Behold her Lawrel wither'd to the * 
„Cankerd and kill'd by Af henais ſcorn. 
Athen. Dead! Dead, Varanes | 
Theo. O ye Eternal Pow'rs 


That g uide the World! Why do = ſhock o our Reaſon, 


Wich a&ts like theſe that-lay our-Thoughts in duſt 3 d 
Forgive me Heav'n this ſtart, or elevate - 
Araagination more, and make it nothing. 


a Alas! alas, Faranes But — Aramtbet, 


Fr 6 
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| [Exeuni 


The manner of his Fate: Groans choke my words: 
But ſpeak, and we will anſwer thee with Tears. 
Arant. His Fever would, no doubt, by this have done 
What ſome few minutes paſt his Sword perform'd, - 

He heard from me your progreſs to the Temple, 
” How you delign'd at midnight to deceive him, 
By a Clandeſtine Marriage: But, my Lord,. 
Had you beheld- his Racks at my Relation; 
Or had your Empreſs ſeen him in thoſe Torments, 
When from his dying Eyes, ſwoln to the Brim, 
The big round drops rowPd down his manly Face ; 
When trom his hallowed Breaſt a murmuring Croud - 


Of groans ruſh'd forth, and echo'd, All is well ; KT 4 
Then had you ſeen him! O ye cruel Gods! . „ 
| Ruſh on the Sword I held againſt his Breaſt, - i 
And dye it to the Hilts, with theſe laſt words — _ 5. ne, i 
Bear me to Athena nn—— . CC 
Athen. Give me way, my Lord. 1 4 
have moſt ſtrictly kept my promiſe with you, VVV 
I am your Bride, and you can ask no more, e 
Or if you did, Iam paſt the power to give: . 1 
But here! Oh here! On his cold bloody Breaſt,  : 1] 
Thus ler me breath my laſt, tk. 5 


Theo. O Empreſs, what, what can - this tranſport mean?: 

Are theſe our Nuptials! Theſe my promis d Joys? 
Athen. Forgive me, Sir, this laſt reſpect I pay 

Theſe fad remains And oh thou mighty Spirit, 

If yet thou art not mingled with the Stars 
Look down and hear the wretched Arhenais, - | 
When thou ſhalt know, before I gave, conſent 
To this indecent Marriage, I had taken 

Into my Veins a cold and deadly Draught, 

Which foon would render me, alas, unfit - :. 
For the warm Joys of an Imperial Lover, 
And make me ever thine! Yet keep my word 

With Theodofius. - Wilt thou not forgive me? 

Thee. Poiſon'd to free thee from the Emperor! 

Oh, 4zbenais ! Thou-haſt done a deed: 
"That tears my Heart! What have I done againſt thee, - -. 


That thou ſhouldſt brand me thus with Infamy 0, 1 
And everlaſting ſhame ! Thou might'ſt have made. jp 


Thy choice without this cruel ac af Death 
I left thee to thy will? And in requital LEK 
Thou haſt murder 'd all my Fame —_ = _ | 
Athen. O pardon me! | „„ 
Lay my dying Body at your Feet. tr 


— — 


829 ** * _ — \ 1 
* «a2 
m — ha 


Or it it were, L think my bleeding Heart, 1 ai; 


mug 


And beg, my Lord; ia \my-laft'fighs. intreat u 5 nnen <5T 
To impute the fault; if Fig a fault, to love Nen bog ooo 


6 DOD ©51 WS: Or, 


And the ingracitude df A) Tnair, Mow IE TH ai} 


To her too cruel Stars: Ane tach mz bam 5 575101 7 77 


I begg'd you would not let me ſee the 8 10 f £2554 off 
Preſaging what has happen d 5 Fer my" Word, 75 15D oy maß 
As to our Nuptials was inviolabte. Men bi 55 1 vii 
. Theo. Ha! the is going! been. 28d bad 
Athen. Farewell, my Lord! * ab alas, Varanes, 2 185 60 
To embrace thee now is not immodeſt | 1-1 16h bien ied et F 


* - a 


Would make me criminal in Death nodal thee, thai engen t 
Break all the tender niceties of Honour, mid a dsh bei nas 
To fold thee thus, and warm thee into Life, 5 "2 2441 no fu 
For oh what Man, like him cou'd dee 1 A 5 


O Princebelov'd! © Spirit moſt divine 1 787 
Thus by my Death, I give thee all my Love, In ie NA 
And ſeal my Soul and Body ever thing——::- 1 viel f 505 a Pies 

Theo. O Marcian | O Pulcheria! Agende Power, ma! 


Whom we adore plant all his Thunder-bokts!: + + 1 7h 4 GS 


Againſt Self: murderers, e eoons « 6. Fred 110 1-thd ans 
But as I am, I ſwear to leave the Empire: | £2220 ax; 1 3, 6 
Io thee, my Siſter, I bequeath the World; 0 2 0 & 
And yet a gift more great de Gatlapt Murciiy Dau 21a 5 
As to her Sex, fair Arßenait was, 1.00 3 81 
Be thou to thine a Pattern of true Heuer NW. 
Thus we'll atone for all the preſent Crimes, 
That yet it may be ſaid in after-times, © + 1) 0 
No Age with ſuch Examples eouꝰd compare, if 


Sor, ſo Good, fo Wees, _ 15 Far 105 | 
5 29hns) 2 0 oe. ©: 


On then my Friend, nowſhewrhy Ronan Spirit: ie en 
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PROLOGUE: | 
IT long oppreſt, and fifd ar laſt with Rave | | 
| W Thus in a [allen Mood rebukes the 3 e | 
VWF What loads of Fame do modern Hero's bear, © 


For an inglorious, long, and lazgy War? 
Who for ſome Skirmiſh, or a ſafe Retreat, 
(Not to be dragg'd to Battel) are call'd Great. 
But ob, what do ambitious States-men gain, 
ho into private Cheſts whole Nations drain? 41 
What ſumms of Gold they hoard, is daily known, 55 & 
Jo all Mens coſt, and ſometimes to their own, TEN. 4 
Tour Lawyer too, that like an O Les bawls, 
That drowns the Market- Higler in the Stalls, 
That ſeems begot, conceiv'd, and born in Brawls. 
Tet thrives : He and his Crowd get what they pleaſe, 
Swarming all Term-time thro the Strand like Bees, 
They but at Weſtminſter, and lye for Fees, 
The Godly too their ways of getting have , 
: Bat none ſo much as your Phanatick Knave : 1 1 
5 Wiſely the Wealthieſt Livings they refuſe, 1 1 1 
Who by the fatteſt Biſhopricks would looſe; „„ 


* 4 


Who with ſhort Huir, large Ears, and ſmall blue Band, 
True Rogues, their own, not God's E left, command. 
Let Pigs then be prophane; but Broth's allow'd, 
Poſſets and Chriſtian Caudles may be good 
Meet helps, to re inforce a Brother's Blood + 
Therefore each Female Saint he doth adviſe, 


With groans, and hums, and ha's, and gogling Eyes, 

| To rub him down, and make the Spirit riſe, 

Mphile with his Zeal tranſported from the Ground 
He mounts, and ſanttifies the Sifters round, 

On Poets only no kind Star cer ſmil'd, 

Curſt Fate has damn d em cd ry Mother's Child: 
Therefore he warns his Brothers of the Stage, 
To write no more for an ungrateſul Age. 
Think what penurious Maſters you. have { erv'd, 
Taſſo run mad, and noble Spencer ſtarud. 
Turn then, who ere thon art that canſt writc well, 
Thy Ink to Gall, and in Lampoons excel, 
For ſwear all Honeſty, traduce the Great, 

Grow impudent, and rail againſt.the State; 
Burſting with Spleen, abroad thy Paſquils ſend, 
And chuſe ſome Libel-ſpreader for thy Friend: 

. The Wit and Want of Timon point thy Mind, 
And for thy Satyr-ſubje@ chuſe Mankind. 


"pb ©. 


Give me ten thouſand red Coats, and alloo,\ * 0 X . 
We'll firk bis Crequi and his Cord? FF 
Thus theryoung Scriblert, Mantindt Jenſe 47 10 ain, 


For ignorance is ſure to make em vn, 


Turns with all winds, and ſailt with all defe res; 


Hrice happy hey hit never writ bes 6 


Lite ſome new Corea) 1 the Gity Bands, © 


| That with big looks in-Finsbuty Commands, a 1 TID FD SOL Thy 
5 Swe l d with huge Ale, het tries, Beat, beat a a Dre, . 5 . 
Pox o the French King: de- bud let him come a „es B10 


But far from Vanity, or dung*rons Pride, 


Our cautious Poet. courts you to „ 
Tor why ſhould you be feorrt d to whom are due, . 
A the good Days that ever Authors new. 1 0 1 

Fever gay, tis you that make Em _ 55 5 


The Pit and Boxes make'the Poct 


And be ſcarce drinks but of the Griricks Wink. — —•— 

Old Writers ſhould not for vainglory ſtribe, * £ 

But, like old oh e think how to thrive, 
Be fond of ev'ry thing their Keepers ſay," 

At leaft*till they can live without a Play. 

Like one that knows the Trade, and has hee bit, 
| She doats and ſauns upon her wealthy 4 7 
And ſwears ſhe loves him meerly for his Wit.” 


Another; more untaugbt than a Walloon,” Rs 
Antick and ugly, like an old Baboon, | Go 6 0 
She ſwears is an accompliſpt Beau en GN 45 Ab 


All Hearts in City, Toon, and Court ſhe fires. 


Vung callow Lords; lean Knights, and driv ting Squires. 11 
She in refiſileſs Alattery «finds ber ende, 
Sives thanks for Fools, and makes ye all he Friends: I 

So ſhould wiſe Poets: . footh an award Age, 


For they are Proſtitutes upon the tage 


To Hand on points were fooliſh and ili bre, 


Als for a Lady to be nice in Bed 5 5.0 17 e 
Tour Wills alone mul} their performance 55 ure, ILY 
And Jou may turn * every. N 15 I . 
, Ne oth: oy 1 N ; £ K * I: 
* So 5 5 


How pleas'd and bold they quit the ſafer e — JON KY NG 
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